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LAYOUT 
Joan White and a friend laid out 
the Cord as usual. Joan has done an 
excellent job this year and the edit-
ors appreciate her efforts very much. 
FEATURE ARTICLES 
Dr. A. C. McKay, Mr. J. Woodbury 
and Arnold Cressman have contribut-
ed articles of exceptional worth and 
interest. Be sure to read them. 
THIS ISSUE -
More and more students are com-
ing forth to offer their thoughts on 
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various subjects for publication. It is 
gratifying to the editors to see this 
interest in our Cord. P lease don't be 
shy. If you have something to offer, 
we'll be happy to have it. 
COVER 
By John Mergler. This is John's 
last cover of the year. He has done a 
fine job, and is stepping down for 
the new artist, Jim Heldman. 
POETRY 
There are fine excellent poems in 
this issue, from Bill Huras, Dale Ber-
gey, Hugh McKenneth and Tom 
Taciuk. 
SHORT STORY 
This month's short story is from 
Cam Hill, entitled "The Price." 
STAFF 
The editors would like to thank 
every one who has written for the 
Cord this year. These sentiments are 
those of the staff and myself. Your 
patronization has made our work a 
pleasure. 
FINAL ISSUE 
There will be one more issue of 
Cord - the deadline is March 20. If 
you have an article to print, now is 
the time to get it in. 
NEW STAFF MEMBERS 
We now have four new members 
for the staff next year, who will be 
responsible for the final issue of the 
Cord. 
Editor .......................................... Dale Bergey 
Art ................................................ Jim Heldman 
Layout ..................... Sofia Weingartner 
Literary .............................. Eleanor Brant 
With such an excellent line-up the 
Cord of next year should be really 
worthwhile. 
EDITORIAL 
I F you are at all lucky, this will be the last editorial to flow from 
this poisoned pen, for your eyes 
to feast upon . Finances being what 
they are not there promises to be 
only one more, instead of two more 
Cords for the year 54-55. At the 
moment this has not been finally de-
cided upon, but the prospects are -
bright? 
Therefore kiddies, if things go ac-
cording to schedule the next and fin-
a l Cord shall appear at the end of 
April or the middle of that month, 
themes. I even started it, then real-
ized what I was getting into. I could 
hear the sneers from the cheap seats, 
and detect the contempt of the in-
tellectuals, and the derisive laughter 
of my bosom buddy. So of course I 
decided to make it short, general 
and pointless. This way nobody 
squirms, nobody hates me for hitting 
close to home, nobody's confused 
trying to read into it what isn't there, 
and nobody's conscience pricks them 
because they have done things they 
shouldn't have done and vice-versa. 
and will be the product of a brand It's unusual for me to be so con-
new staff. At the present timE! only siderate of the feelings of my pub-
one new member has been definitely lie. I am convinced that it is the 
decided upon - James Held mann as first sign of senility; I'd call it an 
Artist. By the time you read this, eccentricity, but my bank account 
we the staff, hope to have chosen isn't quite that large. 
an intelligent, competent group of 
!people to fill the positions soon to be 
vacant. 
Let's hope so! 
It had been my intention to write 
this editorial on friendship, or faith, 
or honor or any one of a number of 
lofty and high sounding idealistic 
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But - to get back to nothing -
Forunately - or unfortunately the 
Constitution of the Cord has been 
mislaid, so the selection of new staff 
members will be unique. If you are 
interested and have not been ap-
proached, I urge you to acquaint us 
with your wishes. 
The Man In The Ivory Mask A. G. McKAY 
T HERE are few conceptions more ancient than that Qf the ivory 
tower. As soon as men began to 
think about the problems of life in 
abstract terms, to synthesize the es-
sences of life from the appearances 
of life, society, which did not care 
to think about these things quite na-
turally regarded these abnormal crea-
tures with the suspicion that CQmes 
from jealousy or misunderstanding. 
The men who thought, were placed in 
the ivory tower, a conceptualized 
skyscraper, thrusting into the upper 
air of eternal sun, lacy clouds, and 
the light never seen on land or sea. 
Inbreeding began a curious race. The 
occupants of this dwelling felt none 
of the normal needs or drives of 
men, sex hunger, or self-preserva-
tion; when they emerged from the 
tower, as occasionally they did, they 
walked with one foot in the gutter 
and thought they were lame, or they 
carried an umbrella in the dry sea-
son; so little did they notice the 
phenomena that impose themselves 
forcibly on the flesh of normal men. 
Their bones, such as they were, pro-
truded awkwardly; their faces ad-
vertised the soot of lamp light; their 
-trousers, when they had them, were 
uncreased. 
In part, the inhabitants contribut-
ed to their perpetuation in the tower 
by self-conscious withdrawal of in-
terest from the outside world and by 
calculated cultivation of the unusual 
characteristics that draw attention; 
by dryasdust scholarship and by ex-
hibitionism. Many a new buttress was 
shored against the ivory tower out of 
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the bricks of grammatical analysis, 
and many of its occupants insured 
their visibility by adopting a Schwep-
pesian beard, a far-away look, a 
Hathaway shirt and even a patch 
over the right eye. 
But the villagers who lived around 
the tower did even more to increase 
the isolation of its dwellers from 
their own world. When the men in 
the tower spoke, or thought or acted 
in a way that defied the conventions 
of the village, the villagers ascribed 
this to abnormality or affliction . The 
men in the tower, they decided, were 
incapable of living in a real world; 
they could not survive the strife of 
competition in normal society. The 
historian, who could not remember 
his wife's grocery order, would ob-
viously fail as a business executive; 
the astronomer, who had a bad case 
of myopia and a stiff neck from the 
strange habit of star-gazing, would, 
if he apprenticed hi!!lself in the pro-
fession of streetsweeper, soon fall 
down the nearest manhole. 
The villagers were satisfied, in 
large part, with the convenient isola-
tion of these ineffectual members 
of society; after all, they could not 
do very much harm if they were 
kept to themselves; and if one con-
stantly reminded himself how odd 
and impractical their views of life 
were, one tolerated them as one tol-
erated the village idiot. But not all 
the men in the tower accepted their 
imprisonment without objection. 
Some attempted to l'e-establish their 
CQmmunication with the vitality of 
the village by showing how their 
ideas could be of value to the whole 
society. Most of these attempts fail-
ed, for the men of the village could 
give no credence to the thoughts of 
creatures whose views were so mark-
edly different from their own. 
There were a few men in the tow-
er who tried another method, a meth-
od that proved adequate for escape. 
Actually the route they followed was 
an old one, as old as the early Greek 
philosopher Thales, who lived over 
twenty-five hundred years ago, and 
was himself one of the first tenants 
of the tower. Thales was a very wise 
man; he predicted an eclipse, and 
provided a watery explanation of the 
nature of the universe that was quite 
satisfactory for his time. But Thales 
was not altogether satisfied with life 
in the tower. Putting his knowledge 
to practical use, he foresaw the ad-
vent of a t~rrible drought, and keep-
ing his knowledge to himself, he pro-
ceeded to speculate on the market by 
buying up the entire crop of olives 
which were, at the time, plentiful 
and cheap. The drought arrived on 
schedule, and Thales made a ·very 
pretty obol out of the business. Now 
obviously, society could no longer re-
gard Thales as an ineffectual star-
gazer; here indeed was a man who 
was eminently practical, who could 
compete with normal men and even 
surpass them at their own game. He 
had made his escape from the tower 
by using knowledge gained within 
the to•.ver but disguising it with the 
appearance of social convention; or, 
to return to the metaphor of the 
tower, he took a bit of the stuff of 
which it was made - knowledge -
carved it into the shape of accepted 
normality, slipped it over his face, 
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and emerged into the village as an 
acceptable, if rather awesome, mem-
ber of society. In effect, Thales was 
the first man in the ivory mask -
the first of an increasing series of 
commuters from the tower who have 
used their knowledge, within the con-
ventions of society, toward the at-
tainment of selfish objectives, and 
with no regard to the wider moral 
implications of their actions. Often 
their use of the ivory mask has been 
much more subtle than was the case 
of Thales, but their attitude toward 
life has been just as questionable. 
The attitudes of the men in the 
ivory masks, both as men and teach-
ers, seem to fall into two broad, dis-
tinctive categories; the attitude of 
positivism and the attitude of faith in 
authority. Both of these attitudes 
may be held consciously or uncon-
sciously. For the positivist, human 
life and institutions are simply to be 
accepted as facts of experience; he 
need have no concern for relating 
these things and drawing out of them 
meaningful principles. On its lower 
or unconscious level this is the pos-
ition of the ape. On its higher, in-
telectual level, this is the pseudo-
philosophical attitude of men who 
deny the validity of their own rea-
soning. In summary, this is the vege-
tative life, the life of pure sense ex-
perience, the denial of rational, sci-
entific, aesthetic and s _J iritual values. 
Obviously, men who live this life and 
teach this attitude will adapt them-
selves, with little difficulty, to some 
part of society, its conventions, its 
modes of thought; it is quite easy for 
them to assume the ivory mask, be-
cause there is no need for them to 
question its implications. 
The other group of masked men, 
some of them well intentioned, some 
of them simply passive and negative, 
resort to the disguise because they 
can profess complete faith in the val-
idity and comprehensiveness of exist-
ting social and religious codes and 
institutions; whatever the past tradi-
tions and present institutional inter-
pretations of these traditions may 
dictate is sound as a guide to life and 
thought. This was, of course, the case 
with most of the thinkers of Mediae-
val Europe; the feudal system and 
church dogma outlined for man the 
meanings of life; the only role left 
for man's reason and individual pur- · 
suit of truth was a relatively small 
one, as tools to support the validity 
of the accepted system. Our contem-
porary world is in a condition of 
fragmentation, so that the assump-
tion of the mask may not admit its 
wearer to the entire society, but it 
will provide him with the password 
to unified, organized segments of so-
ciety; the institutional church, the 
capitalist old guard, the fascist 
group, or the communist party. Once 
the mask has been put on, and the 
teacher knowingly and fully accept-
ed into one of these groups, his 
teaching must necessarily be shaped 
by the oversimplified view, the slant-
ed view, the view that can admit no 
possibility of truth other than its 
own. The lessons learned from the 
ivory tower, the lessons of fre e in-
vestigation, of the value of know-
ledge, of the rewards to be gained 
from intellectual individualism and 
personal decision, are forgotten or 
distorted to consolidate the simpli-
fied social view. 
This is not to say, of course, that 
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institutions or traditions are always 
in themselves an evil and that the 
answers supplied by faith in authori-
ty are necessarily wrong. It does 
mean that the man who assumes the 
mask and becomes fully a part of 
society outside the tower cannot be 
a genuine teacher in the sense of the 
word I plan to use here, since his 
very acceptance by a group in the 
village indicates one of two things: 
that he has compromised his integ-
rity, or that he has been proved guil-
ty of well-intentioned but non-ration-
al oversimplification. This, I believe, 
holds true except in those rather rare 
instances of teachers who manage to 
maintain in their teaching a detach-
ment not characteristic of their per-
sonal lives. 
But there are still many men with-
in the tower, men who cannot en-
dure the compromises that the ivory 
mask entails, who believe that in-
dividual exploration of the facts may 
provide more adequate answers to 
important human questions than the 
conventions and institutions of past 
and present have provided. These 
men preserve and transmit traditions, 
because they believe the traditions 
contain elements of great value, but 
they cannot swallow the traditions 
whole without a severe siege of men-
tal and moral indigestion. In short, 
these men are humanists; their atti-
tude is based on the assumption that 
life has meaning, and that this mean-
ing is discoverable through the ra-
tional and intuitive powers of indiv-
iduals who test the tradition, accept 
or reject portions of it, and synthe-
size new traditions out of the best 
of the past and the discoveries of the 
present. 
Humanism then, is the first quali-
fication for the teacher; he must be-
lieve that life has meaning - why 
teach, if he has not? - and he must 
believe that the best and final ans-
wer to the problems of human life 
have not yet been given - or why 
search any farther? Why not simply 
provide the student with a cultural 
guide book instead of a college facul-
ty? The humanist need not teach 
English literature or medieval his-
tory or ancient languages or exist-
entialist philosophy; he may be math-
ematician or chemist or anthropolo-
gist. Humanism is found in an out-
look on life rather than in subject 
matter and the academic divisions. 
But this is not all that the teacher 
needs. He · must possess an active 
Jove, almost a fervor, for the mater-
ial he teaches and for the act of 
teaching. This might seem to be a 
co:nmonplace but if it is, it is one 
that is too frequently violated. Noth-
ing can seem significant, worth inves-
tigating, worth considering as an 
answer to any of life's problems, if 
it is communicated half-heartedly. 
The story is often told of Arturo Tos-
canini and his experience with the 
concert master of an orchestra he 
once conducted. At rehearsal he not-
iced that the first violinist, after a 
few bars of the work they were per-
forming, winced as if in pain. The 
maestro halted the rehearsal, inquir-
ed of his health, and asked if he 
'.-,ould not prefer to go home and 
rest. The violinist replied that he 
was all right. Again the music began 
and the violinist's face again became 
contorted. Toscanini repeated his 
question, this time more urgently. At 
last the violinist confessed: "to be 
frank," he said, "I can't stand mu-
sic." It should be obvious that the 
teacher cannot teach well if he does 
not like to teach any more than a 
music-hating violinist can successful-
ly perform a concerto. 
Finally, the genuin e teacher must 
have imagination, the vision to go be-
yond the facts to their vital mean-
ings for life, to paraphrase Alfred 
North Whitehead, "It is the task of 
the college to weld together imagin-
ation and knowledge; fools act on 
imagination without knowledge; pe-
dants act on knowledge without im-
agination." Imagination is the quality 
that keeps the mind of the teacher 
young; it is the quality that inter-
ests the young in what he is being 
taught. It provides, then, the com-
mon meeting ground on which the 
process of education can take place. 
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But we must recall that we left 
this teacher, the genuine teacher who 
possesses the three essential charac-
teristics of humanism, love, and im-
agination, still locked in the ivory 
tower where only a few can come to 
him and from which he cannot depart 
without .assuming the ivory mask and 
compromising his own integrity. He 
has seen that he cannot go forth 
singly and alter the world to fit the 
standards of the tower; indeed, he 
has come to fear for the very exist-
ence of the tower itself, since he has 
lately been presented with new edu-
cational programmes such as one 
called "life-adjustment", a title that 
implies that it is the task of the 
teacher to adapt his student to the 
conventional standards of the limited 
society in which he lives; he has also 
seen the college or university attempt 
(Continued on page 52) 
'Cite qoa"ted 'Calent---' 
HUGH McKERVILL 
They're underneath the bench now, 
And rust is setting in. 
The saw that once a song sang, 
Is now a clangy tin. 
It's hungry teeth which feet devour-
ed, 
Are stained with red and dull. 
And in my little noisy shop 
Has come a sickly lull. 
A solid head once shining bright, 
And master of the nail, 
Lies wasted now a chunk of steel, 
Mere object of this tale. 
A shapely plane with gaping mouth 
No blade and half a tongue, 
Seems gasping for a length of oak 
Its surface smooth to run. 
What wasted talent in that box. 
Such songsters ne'er were heard. 
To me, at least, their clangy din 
Came sweetly like a bird. 
For seven years their chorus rang 
And gained my daily bread. 
They lived and moved with guided 
glee, 
But now they all seem dead. 
At city core and mountain hut 
Our forces joined and plied. 
And in a gypsy fashion some 
Have come to be my bride. 
But now at last our ways must part 
And I must seek new friends, 
From books and lectures, notes and 
talks. 
Then serve with different ends. 
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Preparing Eggs can be Fun or 
Eating Eggs before they're Hatched 
Q NYONE can tear off the top of 
J____.IL a corn flake box, smear jelly or 
toast or cut a grapefruit in 
two, but it takes a real professional 
to make good eggs. Now I didn't say 
boiled, scrambled or even poached 
eggs. Look at your cook book and 
find out why. Amazing isn't it! There 
are absolutely hundreds of different 
and tempting ways to make an egg. 
To decide in which form or manner 
you make your eggs is quite a task. 
You have the choice of making -
Eggs a la · Buckingham, Eggs a la 
Commodore, Eggs a la Goldenrod 
(not for people with Hayfever), Scal-
loped Eggs, Planked Eggs, Dropped 
Eggs (a handy one in case it drops 
on the floor), Windsor Eggs, Eggs 
Waldorf Style, Deerfoot Shirred 
Eggs, Scotch Woodcock (not a 
drink), Omelets or Oyster Omelet, 
Orange Omelet, Omelette Robes-
pierre and for the uninitiated a plain, 
ordinary Fried Egg. Or you can in-
vent a style of your own, as I did. 
Those were only some of the dish-
es made from chicken eggs. Don't 
forget duck eggs, turkey eggs and 
geese eggs. Forget fish eggs, insect 
eggs, frogs eggs and sparr()w eggs, I 
don't think that they would be very 
tasty. 
You can never hope to do fine 
cooking without the help of eggs -
for into every dish in which they 
are used, they bring additional food 
value. They give richness and flav-
our to doughs, frozen desserts; they 
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JAMES HELDMAN 
enrich sauces, custards, cake and pie 
fillings; and they give that extra 
character to any tempting dish. It 
does not matter whether eggs are 
eaten "As is" or whether they be-
come part of many dishes, sweet or 
savory. 
I prepare an egg every morning, 
almost. You can see it on my tie. I 
must say I have become very profes-
sional at making eggs. I have only 
()Tie suggestion about it. Don't just 
fry that egg, slopping it into the pan, 
stirring around and making it a 
gooey mess. Take your time, be 
graceful, careful and precise. 
If you are in the novice phase, 
don't start out to make a special 
kind of egg - wait until you are 
finished before you give it a name. 
If you are making an egg "Sunny-
side Up" and the yoke breaks, what 
then? You are mad, disgusted and 
ready to quit. But if you had no 
plan as to what you wanted to make, 
you would continue merrily along 
and make a scrambled egg. Right?-
Right! 
Now if you really want tD make 
an egg that is fried on both sides 
without breaking the yolk, I will give 
you my professional advice. You are 
the boss. Treat that egg as a miser-
able little calf and you are a husky 
cowboy about to rope and brand it. 
The frying pan is the corral. 
The calf (the egg) is hugging the 
side of the corral. Grip your brand-
ing iron (egg turner) tightly and get 
ready. Ease over quietly - very 
gently - slowly - and quickly get 
the branding iron underneath him 
and turn him over. Oh, it slipped 
off, try again. Get ready now - cor-
ner him, get it under, that's it, now 
turn him over and sprinkle sand and 
dirt (salt and pepper) on him. Pre-
pare for a good tempting breakfast. 
If you are already a professional 
and invent your own styles, I simply 
must tell you my favourite way to 
prepare an egg. I call it an air force 
dish because you have to be a good 
bombardier as you will see. 
Take a piece of bread and cut a 
hole in the middle. Start with about 
a two inch radius, and work down to 
about one and a half inches as you 
get experience. A two inch target is 
very easy to hit, but a one and a 
half inch target requires skill. You 
may eat the bread from the hole if 
you are hungry, I usually do. Butter 
both sides of the bread and, oh, turn 
on the stove and get the burner hot. 
Put some butter in a frying pan, 
get it on the burner and place the 
bread in the pan. Now the fun be-
gins. 
We shiver, our teeth chatter as 
we slide down the icy runway, out 
into the warm fresh air. We look 
back at the huge air-port (refrigera-
tor) , wondering if we shall ever re-
turn. Our bomb is securely attached 
as we reach one thousand feet (one 
foot above stove-level). Then, target 
sighted, aim taken, the bomb is re-
leased, and - a direct hit right in 
the hole of the piece of bread. The 
first time I tried this I forgot to 
break the shell. Fire machine gun 
bullets (salt and pepper) over the 
target. Flip the bread and egg over 
onto the other side. Leave it a min-
ute or two and for the first time in 
your life you see a "Bombardier's 
Delight" develop. 
As I stand there watching the 
"Bombardier's Delight" toast into a 
mellow brown, I cannot help but 
think of what would happen if I 
hatched that egg. Suppose it did 
hatch? In six months or so, the chick-
en would start laying eggs. At an 
average of one egg per day, in one 
year I would have three hundred and 
sixty-five eggs and at eighty cents 
per dozen I would have about twen-
ty-five dollars. Now, if I had twenty 
chickens laying three hundred and 
sixty-five eggs per year, in ten years 
I would have almost five thousand 
dollars . Supposing I had fifty or a 
•hundred or two hundred or a thous-
and chickens - I'm rich! 
But what if the first egg is a 
rooster? Oh well! I've hatched a 
good alarm clock. Anyway, one still 
••gets lots of energy from corn flake~ 
and grapefruit, but there's real zip 
and sparkle as you tatse your first 
"Bombardier's Delight". Urn- Urn -
delicious - Personal demonstrations 
by appointment only. 
END 
The delectable form which intelligence takes in its moments of surplus 
power - the form of wit. 
STUART PRATT SHERMAN- 1881-1926 
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EXTERNAL AFFAIRS BILL WARDEN 
From Other C ampus e s 
F rom the UWO " Gazette" 
Fees and Criticism 
"The increase of student fees for 
the National Federation of Canadian 
University Students is simply a ques-
tion of economics and is the only 
way that NFCUS will ever be able 
to afford to do anything of conse-
quence. 
"The individuals who level criti-
cism at NFCUS rather than at offi-
cers within the ·organization respon-
sible for the various policies and ac-
tions are harming NFCUS and doing 
it unfairly. 
"These were the answers given by 
NFCUS president Doug Burns yester-
day to the two questions that have 
been alternately smouldering and 
flaming on Canadian University cam-
puses since the NFCUS conference 
last October. 
"Commenting on the recent fee in-
crease of 30 cents per student, Burns 
said that many students who com-
plain about it co-npare the present 
fee of 50 cents to the six cents per 
student charged following the war. 
"However he pointed out that at 
that time college enrollment, because 
of the veterans, was almost double 
what it is now. 'It is simply a ques-
tion of economics,' he said." 
On the 26th of February, the stu-
dents of Waterloo College were paid 
a very interesting and beneficial vis-
it by Mr. Burns, who enlightened the 
students on a number of matters per-
taining to the NFCUS organization 
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ter-university encounters and raising 
across the country. This visit should 
arouse greater interest and partici-
pation in the affairs of NFCUS on 
this campus for the remainder of the 
year. 
From " S t. Dunstan's R e d and W hite" 
Trip to Europe 
"Of interest to all debaters - is 
the announcement from the Univer-
sity of Ottawa by NFCUS debating 
commissioner Peter Tanguay. That, 
following plans approved at the an-
nual NFCUS conference held recent-
ly, the winning team at this year's 
National Debating Finals will receive 
as their due an expense-paid trip to 
Europe where they will debate in 
early spring. This is the first time 
that the association has offered an 
award of this nature. Its institution 
is part of a larger plan under way 
in the Canadian University Debating 
Association: that of reorganizing the 
league into a more tangible associa-
tion ." 
Program of CUDA 
"The main function of the associ-
ation this year, will remain, as in 
the past, the organization of the Na-
tional Debating Finals. 
"The CUDA does not intend to 
stop work with the organization of 
the final this year. There are many 
other tasks - to mention only a 
few, it has been suggested that the 
League organize and publish a stand-
ard list of debating rules which may 
then be put into use at all the mem-
ber universities, thus facilitating in-
(Continued on page 51) 
REVOLT OR PERISH 
1955! We stand at a fork in the 
road, like ostriches, with heads bur-
ied in the sand even though we sense 
the approach of zero hour. Which 
road shall we take or shall we go on 
standing till at zero hour we blow 
up? 
One road is world communism. Has 
history eve,r before witnessed a poli-
tical force and ideal spread over a 
big part of the globe in less than a 
generation? We've put our trust in 
boundary lines, weapons, jet aero-
planes and nuclear bombs; in the as-
sumed superiority of our way of life 
and of our political and religious 
ideas. If we realize that there is no 
security in these, why do we contin-
ue to expend our chief energies in 
the arms race and continue to prop-
agandize the ideas we really don't 
apply literally to our own lives? We 
now put too little faith in the indiv-
idual, his mind and moral potential, 
boasting that we put it all in God. In 
the meantime communism slices off 
another country, a few more mil-
lions. It gains more converts. Two 
years ago we said that if Indo-China, 
the bread-basket of South-East Asia, 
fell, there was slim chances of saving 
the rest of Asia. We had to let half 
of it go last year and only the most 
drastic 11th hour moves will save the 
rest. To the Indo-Chinese Bao Dai 
relaxing on the French Riviera and 
corruption untold in his Government 
at home offer no alternative to in-
dependence under Ho Chi Ninh who 
at least stays at home and leads. Ig-
nore all the propaganda. Communism 
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succeeds. Compare any country, even 
China to-day with the mess it was in 
pre-Communist days. Even western 
correspondents admit it. There are 
few flies in Chinese streets, a phen-
omenal accomplishment in Asia. 
True, Communism sacrifices the spir-
itual in man; but it frees him from 
enslavement to the basic calamities-
starvation, disease, poverty and ig-
norance. 
Can our present system work? Can 
it provide for man's material wants 
and still leave him free? Frankly, no; 
not even with alterations or rein-
fol·cements. Our failures are proved 
by communism's successes and by 
some startling satistics. In 1939 38% 
of the world's population was under-
fed. 14 years later in 1953 the per-
centage had reached 60% . Meanwhile 
we raise our living standards higher 
and higher and pile up surpluses of 
food. When will our clergymen be-
gin preaching against the sin of food 
for millions bursting our granaries 
in order to keep prosperity to our-
selves? Another fact that should be 
painfully clear to Economics 20 stu-
dents - the speed with which indus-
try can be expanded and living stand-
ards raised depends on what percent-
age of the national income is saved 
from immediate consumption and re-
invested. In Russia it has been 20%, 
in China 10%, in India (where dem-
ocracy is on trial) it is 5%, and in 
Indonesia 3.8%. 
But there is an alternative to Com-
munism. To many it is as revolution-
ary and distasteful as Communism. 
It is a revolution within the individ-
ual, a voluntary Communism, Human-
itarianism or in its pure sense -
Christianity. Its a combination of a 
hard and a soft heart. It involves 
realism, rationalism and sensitive-
ness taken to the last extreme. It 
works out in dollars and cents, in 
hours and minutes, in thought and 
deed. When as inidviduals we use our 
reason, we will realize the logic of 
three of Christ's teachings and will 
apply them literally - "love your 
enemies," "those who take up the 
sword perish with the sword" and 
"who is my neighbour." We will have 
to discard our personal greeds and 
selfishness, our ambition for power 
and social prestige, our blind addic-
tion to traditions and customs, our 
narrow nationalism, our religious bi-
gotry. 
When we revolutionize ourselves, 
we will stop pouring billions and bil-
lions of dollars into armaments, ex-
cessive alcohol, cigarettes, unneces-
sary automobiles, style and fad 
clothing, cosmetics, diamond rings, 
jewelry, fur coats, and one can go on 
until we eliminate all the shallow and 
unnecessary things for which we now 
strive. What will we do for defence? 
Christ and more recently Gandhi 
showed the difficult but really ef-
fective system. In the H-Bomb age 
there is no defence in physical arm-
a~ents anyway. Our gigantic and 
vast industrial machine could be 
geared to turning out agricultural 
and industrial machinery for Asian 
development, building ships to trans-
port these goods and our surplus 
foods across the seas and millions of 
immigrants to our own large, empty 
lands. Thus we would have to live 
rationally without giving up the pos-
itive amenities of our civilization, 
and to the world we could give and 
give and give. The successful man 
must feel inspired to re-invest in hu-
manity all he has exploited. Thus the 
unfortunate with better facilities and 
a healthier example from above, 
could elevate himself. 
But irresponsibility is rampant to-
day. With brute callousness students 
joke about Asia needing "less bread 
and lots more rubber." A professor 
ridicules the old maids who sell con-
traceptives to the ignorant Indians. 
Rather the sneering "educated" 
should be rising above some of their 
social fantasies and have their fun 
and dancing at so~ething else extrav-
agant than lavish "Junior Proms" 
and then donate the money saved to 
educating the Indians and providing 
the birth control devices which the 
poor Indian masses can't even af-
ford now. 
There is another example of unne-
cessary extravagance and waste. It 
is our community co~petitions in 
church buildings and parish halls. 
The church's educational work 
could be carried on in school build-
ings which aren't occupied Sunday's 
and evenings. Church Societies could 
use community halls. Several denom-
inations could join in worshipping in 
one structure at staggered hours. 
Thus co-operation would provide bet-
ter facilities for all and save mililons 
of dollars to alleviate world suffer-
ing. 
So the challenge i~ yours and mine, 
not only years hence when you use 
your education to serve humanity 
but to-day - those dimes and dol-
lars you so loosely throw around. 
Every-time you spend a cent remem-
( Continued on page 51) , 
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LETTER FROM A WATERLOO STUDENT AT U.B.C. ON A N.F.C.U.S. 
SCHOLARSHIP EXCHANGE WRITTEN TO IAN R. GIBSON 
Dear Ian: 
First of all I should like to tell you 
how well I have enjoyed myself this 
year. I shail never regret having ac-
cepted the NFCUS Scholarship to 
U.B.C. I have learned a great deal: 
my geographical knowledge has been 
considerably broadened: I have been 
abl~ to take courses not offered at 
Waterloo, or, for that matter, at 
Western: I have made several new 
friends many of whom I shall re-
member intimately for many years 
to come: I have had an opportunity 
to mingle in a different Canadian so-
ciety. But, I don't want to wax lyri-
cal on it; there are many things that 
I have disliked about U.B.C. but 
these far underweigh the advantages. 
U.B.C. has a beautiful campus, the 
largest, I believe, in the world. (I 
doubt if another campus can claim 
3000 acres of land. )1 There are many 
new modern buildings of which the 
university is justly proud. During the 
past week the Co-cred Government 
allocated $10,000,000. for the con-
struction of new buildings. One eye-
sore on the campus are the resi-
dences which are old army huts. They 
are really ugly. 
This year I had the opportunity 
to serve on the Acadia Camp Coun-
cil. The camp itself has 550 stu-
dents. 
Naturally I have served on the 
NFCUS Committee. NFCUS is very 
weak at U.B.C. and the majority of 
the students still don't know what 
the initials stand for. Although we 
are not a member of the national 
organization, we have continued to 
function as a committee, sponsoring 
scholarships, art and Short Story 
Competitions, and have looked into 
the university expenses in order to 
aid High School students. We are 
also participating in Open House, 
which I believe the chairman of NF-
CUS has asked you among other NF-
CUS Chairmen to assist us in. I have 
gained a great deal by serving on 
this committee. This has prompted 
me to write and request that you 
leave a position of Waterloo Col-
lege's NFCUS Committee open for 
me next year. I would not expect 
the chairmanship for the committee, 
for I have been out of touch with 
Waterloo for a year. However, I feel 
that my knowledge of exchange 
scholarships, of a large University, 
and of the services that I have put 
into a NFCUS Committee should 
qualify me for a position at Water-
loo next year. 
When I met Doug Burns last Fall, 
he had many warm words for your 
participation in the national Confer-
ence. It made me feel good to have 
learned th.at Waterloo had progress-
ed so far that it could be spoken 
of in the same sentence with West-
ern, McMaster, Queens, Toronto and 
Carleton. 
In the hope that you can find me 
of value in your next years' NFCUS 
Committee, 
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I remain, 
Your Friend, 
ALLAN RAYBURN 
DEAR BORED 
Dear Bored: 
Bored of Governors, 
Waterlu Kollege, 
W aterlu, Ont. 
It has been drawn to our atten-
tion that the distance between the 
new Arts & Seance building and the 
former hold-all is really not too far 
for those flush few who possess au-
tomobiles, but can make the poor 
souls from "George's Joint" feel that 
they are putting Scott of the Antarc-
tic to shame. 
Now, as a solution to braving the 
winds, wilds, women, etc., of our be-
loved but barren campus, we the boys 
of Room 314 submit the following 
thesis after prolonged and careless 
study. By this proposal we hope to 
save time for the students and also 
snow-shovelling for our own hard-
working (dirty word) Nick (B.Js.) 
(Bachelor of Janitorial Science -
Waterlu, 1066.) 
For you see, Nick has indicated his 
belief in snow yet - to - come 
through the erection of 6 ft. high 
poles bordering the campus Jane. The 
purpose of these poles is to guide 
those "drivers" through the 'Proper 
drifts and thus avoid cluttering up 
the front lawn with Oldsmobiles and 
the like. 
So you see dear Bored in order to 
add to our growing list of Waterlu 
WAYNE HOMER 
Firsts we propose the construction of 
an underground pneumatic tube; this 
tube would be approximately 3 ft. in 
diameter and run from the "0000000 
LD" building, directly to the vent 
in the new English 29 class. 
The advantages of such a tube 
need hardly be pointed out; but since 
we still have half a page to go, the 
contempt will be made. 
First you may sprout WHITE hairs 
at the thought of the expense involv-
ed, but fret not dear Bored as we 
are assured that the cost of concrete 
can be eliminated by having Mrs. 
Easton whip up something. The only 
other cost concerned, that of the hot 
air required to operate the tube, has 
already been removed by the earlier 
suggestion to connect the tube to the 
vent in the English 29 class. 
Now that we have unsuccessfully 
digressed for another one fifth of a 
page we will proceed to list the ad-
vantages - On second thought let's 
scrap the whole thing, it wouldn't be 
practical as we have decided to give 
up attending lectures for Lent. 
FOODNOTE - the dictionary def-
inition of Seance is: "a meeting of 
people trying to communicate with 
spirits of the dead through the help 
of a medium. (apt, non?) 
Soonsorry, 
THE BOYS OF 314. 
Men show their character in nothing more clearly than by what they 
think laughable. 
GOETHE 
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CANADIAN LITERATURE 
T HIS article is not intended as a comprehensive history of Cana-
dian Literature, or a criticism 
or appraisal of the Canadian Litera-
lure now existing. Briefly, it is con-
cerned only with literature that is 
inherently of some distinctive Cana-
dian quality. It is intended primarily 
to effect an introduction between the 
reader_ and a few points of interest in 
Canadian Literature. 
Most people categorically denied 
to Canadian Literature any distinct-
ive traits at all; a few have indicated 
certain isolated elements of distinct-
iveness; many, I am sure, have at-
tained in the course of their reading 
a general sense of elusive quality 
that seems native to Canada. In his 
Introduction to "Appraisals of Cana-
dian Literature," Lionel Stevenson 
remarked: "Canadian Literature is 
considered in its relation to the his-
tory and topography of the country, 
in its relation to the British and Am-
erican literary influences to which it 
might be subject, and in its relation 
to the principal currents of modern 
thought." 
To admit the existence or define 
the character of a distinctive litera-
ture deserving the term "national" 
for more cogent reasons than the ac-
cidental locality of production, is in 
the case of Canada a very different 
problem from that entailed in mak-
ing the same analysis for other coun-
tries. This is due to the linguistic 
and cultural relation in which Can-
ada stands to Great Britain, compli-
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cated by the proximity of another 
English-speaking nation. Most people 
are disposed to evade the discussion 
by denying that a Canadian litera-
ture exists or can exist. Every liter-
ary production depends more or less 
on a long and diverse ancestry 
which can be traced through the 
whole foregoing literary development 
of the country where. it is written. 
Merely because Canadians employ 
the language and literary forms of 
English literature, there is no more 
justification in denying them dis-
tinctive qualities than in denying 
Chaucer's originality because he used 
Italian and classical stories,- French 
meter and convention. 
Among Canadian poets who have 
done genuine and original work, we 
find the distinctive scenes and con-
ditions of Canada so diverse, that 
:few writers have encompassed them 
all. Canadian poetry is almost en-
tirely devoted to the presentation of 
nature. Lampman's primary concern 
was with the landscape, Bliss Car-
man's was with the ecstasy of com-
munion . DucanCampbell Scott is pre-
occupied with the "beauty and per-
fection of the form in which the vi-
sion is to be embodied," and also 
this applies to Marjorie Pickthall. G. 
F. Cameron was the seer, Albert 
Smythe the philosopher, Robert Nor-
wood the humanitarian. In Wilson 
Macdonald all these qualities are 
manifested at various times. His mil-
itant advocacy of brotherhood and 
pantheistic faith is displayed in "Bar-
bary." 
"What is your creed?" cried the 
census man, 
And I answered: "I have none: 
I am one of the hosts of Barbary 
Who worship beneath the sun. 
We have temples aflame with flowers, 
And wearing the clouds their towers. 
And t)le seven days are the hymns 
of praise 
We sing to the Holy One. 
The Creed hath need of a belfry 
bell 
To summon the knee to prayer. 
But we of the hosts of Barbary 
Are called by the love we hear. 
0, we ride through the rr:orning dews 
To gird on the Master's shoes, 
And we wait by night, while the stars 
burn white 
The soul of. His smile to share. 
Archibald Lampman's most char-
acteristic work is to be found in his 
nature poems such as "April in the 
Hills," "The Return of the Year," 
"The Favourites of Pan." Bliss Car-
man's finest poems embodying his 
vision of unity with nature are too 
familiar to require quotation. There 
IS no uniformity among the before 
mentioned poets in poet method or 
personal taste. They are as varied as 
the land itself and similar distinc-
tions can be found among the other 
Canadian poets. If one were to 
choose from Canadian Literature the 
single poem of highest importance, a 
poem that has filled its essential 
function of moving and inspiring 
every reader, and has at the same 
time retained the approval of the 
critics, that poem would be "In Flan-
ders Fields." That which endowed 
John McCrae. with such potency was 
the intensity of emotion, clarity of 
vision and supreme simplicity - in 
which true poetry is brought forth. 
Not to be forgotten is Canadian 
fiction. Various types of novels have 
been attempted by Canadians, and 
their success has been considerable. 
Ralph Connor knew his Glengarry 
and his prairies and mining camps: 
Nellie McClung can record an incid-
ent or a conversation with wit or 
vigour; Norman Duncan's works give 
an impression of ease and technical 
mastery; Stephen Leacock has equal-
ly wide and receptive audiences for 
his books and lectures in England 
and in the United States. Louis He-
mons sojourn at Perihonka produced 
a work which g ives magnificent ex-
pression to Canadian literature -
"Maria Chapdelaine." There will be 
no great Canadian prose until the 
primitive narrative and descriptive 
types now prevalent can become im-
bued with the thought and feeling 
and imagination still confined to po-
etry. 
The existence of any literatui·e de-
pends on the audience as well as the 
singer; and every Canadian who be-
gins to open his mind to what his 
country really means is advancing the 
day when Canadian literature can be-
come a recognized and vital entity. 
END 
A great poet is the most precious jewel of a nation. 
BEETHOVEN 
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RECOMPENSE 
His nights are spent in scanning 
books, 
His days he spends in knowing looks 
Of scorn for those who live by sense; 
He thinks they have no recompense. 
His life has known no sinful lust 
That found fruition; but still he must 
Console himself and say he's due 
For heaven's bliss for such virtue. 
His life was but a night of sin 
If we may call it that; he's been 
Like that so long as he knew sense: 
He knows he has no recompense. 
His life has known a ll such desires 
Of sin as man could know. He fires 
His passion with satisfaction; 
His flesh knows no other action. 
The one feels that he all should get, 
The other hopes for naught; and yet: 
I think of Him who felt the worst: 
"The first are last, the last are first." 
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CJ1Lovie c:Qeview GLENN D. O'CONNOR 
THERE'S NO BUSINESS LIKE 
SHOW BUSINESS 
nf FOUR star-like movie which de-
LJL serves one dull thud on the lid 
' of a rusty garbage can. 
Ethel Merman, )Vho has a voice 
like wind blowing out of a cave, is 
very admirably supported by the 
great trouper Dan· Dailey. They do a 
cute number called "Alabami 
Bound", at the end of which Dan be-
comes the front of the train and 
Ethel becomes the back. It was a 
good scene. The only trouble is that 
Merman's caboose is pretty well shot. 
The Monroe machine simpers 
through the picture, managing to 
hang on till the end thanks to the 
talent and forbearance ·of Donald 
O'Connor and Mitzi Gaynor. 
Johnny Ray painfully staggers 
through on the heels of Marilyn Mon-
roe - a really gruesome twosome. 
Johnny's big scene is where he has 
decided to become a priest, and his 
parents throw a staggering away par-
ty. Everybody has beer and pretzels, 
and Ray goes into his heart rending 
number "Do You Believe" or "I Be-
lieve." It's really pathetic; at least 
it had all of the extras in the scene 
blubbering and it's no wonder. I'm 
surprised they weren't wretching. 
As Donald says to Danny in one 
scene - "there's a big crop of corn 
this year Pop -H-A-M -corn." 
If you were lucky enough to miss 
it when it was here before, see that 
your luck holds out when it returns. 
THREE RING CIRCUS 
Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis, Zsa 
Zsa Gabor and Joanne Dru. A rather 
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feeble attempt at humour, not at all 
up to the usual standards of a Mar-
tin and Lewis performance, provid-
ing one likes Martin and Lewis to 
start with. Usually I do, but this one 
is slightly fragrant I'll admit. 
Miss Gabor, a gorgeous hunk of 
feminine pulchritude provides half of 
the romance, while Miss Dru adds 
the other. Both ladies are in love 
with Martin; and Lewis as usual, act-
ing as go between, winds up holding 
the bag - not Miss Gabor - the 
bag I'm alluding to is fictiti:Jus and 
has only a minor role. 
The story isn't up to much. Lewis 
wants to become a clown in a circus, 
which goal he attains. I'm not too 
sure what Martin wants, but he 
winds up with Joanne Dru. 
Nice entertainment for children, 
but not really worth students prices, 
for all that. 
A STAR IS BORN 
My candied opinion on this flick, 
since Judy Garland is definitely my 
girl. I remember Judy best from 
"Meet Me In St. Louis" and "Easter 
Parade." Scads of others too, in each 
of which she stole my heart. 
In her comeback "A Star Is Born" 
Judy is cast beside James Mason, 
who does her justice in every way. 
It's the story of - the usual corny 
routine - a struggling young artist, 
singing with a small orchestra. They 
happen to stage a number in a large 
theatre where Hason is a]pearing in 
a feature hit, and BAM - He dis-
covers her. From there on it's a rise 
to fame for the new star Judy and 
(Continued on page 51) , 
SCOTT'S SPORT SKETCHES 
T HE spectators who watched the final basketball game against 
Woodstock will readily agree 
that it was one of the best games if 
not the best of the year. It was a 
good finale. Sure they were QUtclass-
ed in height, but Waterloo had the 
fighting spirit to drive ahead even 
though at times they were close to 
& dozen points behind. With a bit 
more success in "under the basket 
shots" the "Mules" would have turn-
ed the two-point spread near the end 
of the game into a victory. Well, 
fellows, the "Y" league team will 
be looking for your support now that 
the senior season has been conclud-
ed. The Junior team has shaped into 
a contender in the league, after a 
midseason shuffling of talent. One 
player frQm the senior team is al-
lowed to play each game and this 
advantage is quite noticeable. 
I guess it is time to say a word 
about the "Amazons" who are play-
ing heads up ball in their loop to 
date. Their coach seems to be keep-
ing the girls on a strict diet as they 
seem to be point hungry every time 
they don their outfits. 
There seems to be word to the ef-
fect that a certain group of students 
are a bit peeved over the use of their 
twelve dollars paid out in Athletic 
dues each year. They claim, and 
rightly so, that curling is about the 
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only sport they can find time enough 
in which to participate. Every other 
sport, they point out, requires a min-
imum of practice and with their 
standing, they can't fit any other 
sport to their timetable. As it had 
been up to press time, only two 
games of the schedule had been play-
ed due to bonspiels at the Granite 
Club. It's too bad that something 
hasn't been done for all curlers so 
that this bottleneck can be overcome. 
This year might be the last in which 
these students pay the money, so it 
would be just as wise to join the 
curling club . The Athletic Office 
could use their money. 
It could be from lack of know-
ledge, but then it couldn't happen 
consistently that there is never any 
mention in the Gazette of sporting 
activities between Western and W at-
erloo. You would think that when a 
paper the size of the Globe can find 
space in their columns for such 
events, the Western sheet could 
squeeze in a sentence or two, we are 
related. 
On the twenty-fifth of this month 
there is a wrestling tournament at 
O.A.C. and a squash get-together at 
Western. Then the twenty-shth in-
vites the winners to Toronto. If you 
are interested, have a talk with the 
Athletic director. 
Though the boys throw stones at the frogs in sport, yet the frogs do not 
die in sport but in earnest. 
PLUTARCH A.D. 46-120 
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l1T E have just finished a journey 
~ in Christian faith which has 
led us along witn the shep-
herds to Bethlehem's stall. Now in 
this Epiphany season we again jour-
ney to Bethlehem - this time with 
the wise men, guided by a star. As 
you read this ru:ticle you will be 
thinking of beginning another jour-
ney in faith- the one fhich leads to 
the cross and the resurrection. 
There are no stars to guide, no an-
gels to sing, "Gloria." Here we do 
not walk with kings. What we seek 
costs an infinite price. In prayer we 
reveal ourselves and offer our true 
self to Him. We must not imagine 
that we can fittingly observe Lent by 
giving up eating candy or Emoking 
cigarettes; denying ourselves that 
trip to the movies or to the hockey 
match. Nothing could be more child-
ish. This type of abstinence does not 
deepen our spiritual life, nor make us 
more acceptable to God. Our self-de-
nial must have back of it a spiritual 
purpose. Its motive must be that we 
grow in grace, come closer to Christ 
and understand more fully the mean-
ing of His cross. 
On some journeys we take many 
things with us, but in the very na-
ture of travel we leave many things 
behind. On this pilgrimage we leave 
everything behind and follow as 
closely as possible the example of 
those who abandoned all and follow-
ed Him. For the way of the cross is 
long and arduous, full of trial and 
temptation. If we are inclined to fear 
that we do not have the strength, we 
need only remember that we do not 
walk alone. The words of our Lord 
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echo and re-echo, "Lo, I am with you 
always, even unto the end of the 
world." 
J\.s we meet in our Lutheran 
churches throughout this Lenten sea-
son we shall stop off at stations 
along the way. As the "History of 
the Passion" is read each week we 
shall walk towards Calvary. The mo-
ments spent before His cross and in 
contemplation of His love for us are 
indeed sweet and rich in blessing. 
No matter how busy we are, how 
pressing the duties of life, how num-
erous our engagements and responsi-
bilities, we sin against our better self 
by passing through this Lenten sea-
son without gazing long and lovingly 
at our thorn-crowned and bleeding 
Saviour as He hangs on Calvary's 
cross. He was wounded for our trans-
gressions and bruised for our iniquit-
ies. The chastisement of our peace 
was upon Him and by His stripes are 
we healed. How can we claim .to Jove 
our Lord and not take time to con-
sider His passion? 
All the wonders of our present day 
civilization are not the bringers of 
salvation. The blood of Jesus Christ 
is that which cleanses men of sin. 
As we pass through this quiet and 
solemn season, may it be with heart-
felt sorrow for sin which darkens the 
light of God's spirit in our souls and 
with our thoughts fixed in faith upon 
Christ who by His death brought us 
back to God. 
Let us journey on and come closer 
to Him and proclaim His word to 
others who know Him not - whose 
hearts continually cry out for His 
saving grace. END 
My Philosophy Of Life LAWRENCE FETTER 
I DON'T know why I was asked to write this article; I was quite 
surprised when I was asked. It 
isn't intended to be a dull treatise, 
but just some of my deepest thoughts 
(which often aren't too deep). I shall 
try to explain what I believe and stay 
open for constructive criticism. 
The first question obviously is 
where did the world come from? 
The universe was made by God. All 
within it follow His laws. He formed 
in the beginning the types of organ-
isms most suitable to life at that 
time. Then as the times changed, the 
organisms developed or evolved ac-
cording to His laws of genetics, mu-
tations, etc. which we are beginning 
to comprehend now through the 
searching eyes of Science. And then 
God made man, like Himself, we are 
told in the Bible. 
O.K. What or who is God, we say: 
If He made the world, where did He 
come from? God is a Spirit, infinite 
and eternal. He is a spirit not in 
physical body like ours - but a mind 
or an intelligence, we do not know 
what form. He is infinite - perfect 
in wisdom, in knowledge, in love and 
in power. And He is eternal. He is 
not bound like we are to time, for 
Him there was no creation nor is 
there an end. The existence of God 
has been expressed in a circle, with-
out end and our life on earth a 
straight line with a birth and death. 
God is beyond time, He is eternal but 
created our temporal universe. 
Man is made in God's image - a 
spirit. We are essentially spirits giv-
en the temporary vehicle of a body 
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on this earth. It too was created per-
fect, perfect for its function and as 
time has passed, it too has evolved as 
geneticists show. But man is like God 
as a creator - in that he has the 
ability to make decisions or plans 
and see that they are worked out. 
Man has been given an ever-growing 
understanding of himself and the 
world. He is perhaps like a boy giv-
en the boss' big new car to run an 
errand for him. He has been trusted 
with the car, it is a privilege, and is 
told that there is a book with the 
rules of the road in it, in the g love 
compartment. The book in the glove 
compartment is the Bible. 
This analogy is not perfect, for I 
don't feel that the Bible contains 
the enumerated answers for each 
question but it shows us God's plan 
for our lives, and through Bible 
study and prayer, which is simply a 
two-way communication with God, we 
can find all the guidance we need-
one step at a time-trusting in them 
for the rest to come. 
The rules of the road say we must 
stay on the road which God made, to 
get anywhere. That statement seems 
almost absurd or too naive but do we 
recognize its significance? A locomo-
tive can only pull the great load be-
hind it if it stays on the tracks. If it 
jumps off, all of its mighty steam 
and power are of no use - it is 
helpless. We too have a heavy load to 
bear, but it becomes much easier if 
we stay on the track which was made 
for us. No job that God calls us to 
is too big for our combined powers 
-God's and ours. 
Our track to follow is through J es-
us the Son of God. We can only live 
happiest, face up to trials squarely, 
endure suffering to be of service 
like Kagawa or Albert Schweitzer 
with the power of God in our lives. 
But we who are sinful cannot come 
on our own to the righteous God, as 
He prepared the way. His Son died 
and paid the penalty for our turn-
ing away from God and, now through 
the merits of Jesus we may again 
come to God. It is as if, to use a 
crude analogy, Jesus is a fine gauze 
through whom we are purified and 
come to God perfect and spotless. 
But as we are the driver of the 
car, we must choose the way to come 
to God through Jesus, for there is 
no other way. This means that we 
first must recognize how unholy 
and sinful we are. Next we must turn 
from this to our wills to Him absol-
utely and irrevocably. Therefore, in 
all of our speech, our actions, school 
and social life and wherever we are 
we will strive to follow God and hon-
our Him. There is no half measure, 
it is an every minute service. 
It is not evil to be with people or 
to show our emotions as some think. 
They are God's gifts and are to be 
appreciated. But many people have 
chosen these above God and anything 
that is put before God is evil in His 
sight. We are not a deport from this 
world's society, we are in it. But if 
we are looking to the Best and not 
just the good, then we can appre-
ciate God's creation in its true per-
spective. The beauty of people, the 
joy of fellowship, the happiness of 
laughter show us the love of God. 
If we !:ave made this decision to 
serve God we have through Jesus 
Christ communion with God which 
will be perfected after death. Those 
who reject God will pass into etern-
ity without Him in everlasting sep-
aration from God because of their 
own refusal. Vvhat this would mean, 
we cannot begin to imagine. It is 
the purpose of our creation to serve 
God and enjoy Him forever; can we 
expect anything else if we refuse? 
All that we enjoy, are nourished 
by, and live for, comes from God-
as a gift. No one can live a :Jart from 
the providence of the Eternal. Every 
year, one month before harves ~ , the 
world is on the brink of starvation 
- except for our bulging granaries 
in the Canadian West these past two 
years. At this time, the last seed has 
been sown. The results are out of our 
hands. We cannot eat dollars - we 
live in the providence of God. He 
asks in return, fellowship and se1·vice 
for He loves us. 
"Love so amazing, so divine, de-
mands my soul, my life, my all!" -
nothing else is adequate. 
My thoughts are not polished, I 
know and I don't pretend to live a 
perfect life - far from it. But I 
challenge anyone who differs with 
God's plan and purpose to SINCERE-
LY surrender to Him his life. Try it 
and see - give God a chance to 
show Himself to you - He won't 
force His way in! It is a big step -
think carefully - it demands living 
for Christ; putting self in the back-
ground. But then see if things don't 
begin to happen - God will reveal 
Himself to you in amazing ways -
as He did to me and many others as 
well. You can't really see the other 
bank until you cross the stream. 
END 
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ALEXANDRE-NEVSKY 
I SUSPECT that the discomfort we feel when we see Alexandre 
Nevsky is not due entirely to the 
fact that we are looking at the story 
from the wrong end of the pike. It 
is true that from the Marxist as well 
as from the Russian point of view we 
are historically incorrigible and that 
our position on the other side of the 
fence gives us some perhaps inele-
vant gooseflesh. But the real diffi-
culty, it seems to me, comes rather 
from our aesthetic limitations. Ex-
cept for a.few half-hearted attempts 
in time of war when Americans try 
hard to remember the Alamo so that 
Pearl Harbor may not be forgotten, 
the movie on a historical and social 
theme is dead in America. So when 
our close-ups and half-lit faces and 
the rest of the machinery of ·personal 
pathos is taken away from us, we no 
longer know just how to respond. 
For most sensitive people, our poli-
tics seems to aspire to the level of 
TV wrestling, and it seems strange 
that a creative artist as great as Eis-
enstein, the director of the film, 
should find it possible to take his ma-
terial seriously, let alone find inspir-
ation in it. 
That he is great, as film directors 
go, there can be little doubt. Eisen-
stein thought long and hard about 
the film as a medium, about what 
film as distinct from what other 
forms found it natural to convey. For 
him, the film form is basically mon-
tage, the building of a sequence of 
static shots related to each other by 
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the shape of the image in each. Be-
fore he filmed a sequence, he appar-
ently made sketches of the shapes 
that were to fill each frame and 
worked out on paper the progression 
through which the shape of the film 
image was to move. This achievement 
of an illusion of movement by the 
progressive juxtaposition in time of 
a number of static images is best 
imagined if one thinks of the little 
books of pictures whose line figures 
seem to move when the pages are fli~­
ped rapidly by the thumb, but one 
should remember too that movement 
in the movie itself, any movie, is an 
illusion produced also by the rapid 
succession of static frames whose im-
ages are related by their shape. A 
good example of the montage tech-
nique in Nevsky is the scene before 
the battle, when the Russian army is 
drawn up along the edge of the froz-
en lake waiting for the Teutonic 
Knights. The sequence opens with a 
shot showing a high cliff in the left 
hand side of the frame and a small 
group of men on the top of the cliff 
silhouetted against the sky as they 
look across the frame. Then there 
follow a couple of shots in which the 
cliff moves progressively higher in 
the frame and more towards the mid-
dle while the camera moves just a 
little closer. In the last shot of these, 
the pointed standards they are hold-
ing are picked up more clearly. Then 
the camera shows the Russian army 
like the soldiers on the rock, drawn 
up in a battle line and seen, from 
the side. Here, the visual transition 
is made by the pikes of the sqldiers, 
which have about the same place in 
the frame as was held by the pointed 
standards on the rock. The camera 
moves in closer to the soldiers for a 
couple of shots, and then, pivotting 
again on the pikes and standards, it 
gives us a picture of the rock from 
the front and later a close-up of the 
figures of Nevsky and his officers on 
the rock. This moves us down to the 
faces of the soldiers iri the line and 
back, in a succession of frames, to 
a shot in which the Russian army 
appears as a thin blac!< line bet ween 
the whites of the ice and the sky. 
And then - the point of it all -
the camera makes a sudden about 
face and looks out across the lake in 
the direction in which everyone in 
the army has been looking all 
through the sequence, and we see 
the thin line of the horizon across 
the lake. And we wait for the Ger-
mans. 
What must be seen about all this 
is that the figures we are looking at 
never move. Nor does the camera 
within any single shot, though it is 
in a different position in different 
shots. The whole sequence is like a 
series of still photographs looked at 
in succession. And the effect of this 
slab-like construction is massive, sol-
emn and grand. 
Now if Nevs k y were poetry, we 
would call this technique epic. And 
it is interesting to realize that Eis-
enstein himself felt a great artistic 
communion with the Milton of P a r a-
dise Lost, some of whose poetry he 
analyzes from the point of view of 
film technique. When one thinks of 
all the shots in Nevs k y that show a 
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human figure viewed from below and 
silhouetted against a sky and of the 
care Eisenstein takes in the aesthetic 
proportioning of a frame, one has no 
difficulty in seeing what he saw in 
Milton. And Milton, too, is essential-
ly an architectural artist, buil~ing 
great formal structures out of slab-
like •parts and striving to achieve a 
sense of movement from the expanse 
of a great space in which nothing 
actually moves. 
This aesthetic is certainly the right 
one for the kind of themes Eisen-
stein uses, the right one for the film 
of social propaganda. Obviously, it 
is unsuited to the rendering of the 
nuances of personality, and Eisen-
stein has the good sense not to try 
to use it that way. Pl'operly speak-
ing, the movie really has no chuac-
ters, nor do the human figures in the 
film - what are we to call them? 
- really act. Even in the love scenes 
- again a problem of nomenclature 
- the characters do not talk to one 
another: they look full-face into the 
camera and say what they have to 
say. Their stage is, of course, a plat-
form. None of this is a criticism of 
the film, however. Nevs''Y simply 
uses a set of conventions different 
from the ones we are used to. In-
stead of personailties, we get dia-
lectical points of view; instead the 
flow of narrative, we get a progres-
sion by juxtaposition of statics; in-
stead of the private material of ro-
mantic love, we get the public ma-
terial of courage and patriotism. 
Most important of all, we get a sense 
of the relationships between static, 
formally composed visual images in-
stead of a sense of free movement. 
(Continued on page 50) 
THE GIVING TIME 
THOS. M. TACIUK 
There comes one time in every year, 
When man from his own centred 
spire 
Doth peer, upon this world of ours 
And casts his gratitude, saved from 
fear. 
But once, this time does realize, 
And man with his true heart does 
overflow 
For all to see, throughout the 
world-
Stand we not but once with open 
eyes? 
0 pray, that we could gain at length, 
For man to stand and ever truly giv-
ing be; 
And then we do behold a GIVING 
TIME, 
Wherein hypocrisy is without 
strength. 
The profoundest gift of the spirit of poetry is the gift of peace. 
JOHN COWPER POWYS 
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WORDS!!! 
n-T ONDER what we would do 
'-Jl{ without them? Has anybody 
here ever thought about them? 
Their power ! Their prestige! Words 
- our use of words either increases 
or lowers the opinion of others about 
ourselves. People are known by their 
use of words. People nowadays nev-
er realize the important pai·t words 
play in their life. They never visual-
ize the features or make-up of words. 
They never consider that locality or 
circumstance plays a big role in a 
word's use. The word "caulee," for 
example, is used in Alberta to des-
ignate a particular type of foothill 
while in Manitoba the same word is 
applied to a com:non Indian. Cir-
cumstance too plays a major role in 
the use of words. We all probably 
know of someone who will call a 
spade a spade until he trips over one 
some night in the dark. 
Then again words are used exten-
sively for self-expression. At a chap-
el service before Christmas, the guest 
speaker, one morning, clearly illus-
trated the necessity of choosing the 
precise word. As he s~JOke, one could 
recognize the extent to which he had 
gone to procure the words with great-
est depth of meaning and euphony to 
fit his topic. Poets and editorial writ-
ers, public speakers and debaters all 
use extreme care in producing the 
precise word at the precise moment. 
One can readily appreciate that many 
points must be considered and are in-
volved in choosing the precise word. 
Many people like to pick out of the 
English language their favourite 
word, or a word that has special sig-
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nificance for them, sometimes a word 
which through locality or circum-
stance has come to mean very much 
to that person. A woman once ex-
pressed to me her opinion that CON-
FIDENCE was the most powerful 
word in the English language. As a 
young girl she Jacked confidence in 
herself - she lacked confidence in 
everybody and everything. But as 
she sought her place in society, she 
saw the necessity of confidence -
she realized that she not only need-
ed confidence in herself but she 
needed confidence in God too, if she 
was going to be a success in her fie ld 
of endeavour. 
Another word which holds a top 
place in the field of dominant, mean-
ingful and popular words is the word 
FAITH. With faith we know the real-
ity of things no science can prove, 
which no mathematics can induce and 
which no logic can construct. 
In this process of finding power-
ful words, I have come upon what 
is to me a power packed combina-
tion of three : 
THOUGHT - KNOWLEDGE -
SERVICE 
To me, this combination broadens, 
deepens and purifies life and gives 
to it an enrichment which is un-
surpassed. They are dynamic, com-
pelling words filling life with the ab-
ility to meet opportunity when it 
comes. 
THOUGHT is the beginning of ev-
ery forward movement in the world. 
It is the splendid master of every 
(Continued on page 48 ), 
STATIC 
nTELL how much did y()u make 
~ out of the P. & G.? - noth-
ing! - .Ah well, don't feel 
badly, it was an enemic little scandle 
anyway. Say, what's the matter with 
the people in this institution - why 
can't we have a fool-uh I mean full-
blooded scandle-come ·on what's da 
matter wit cha-no guts! (for guts 
read institutional fortitude). I see in 
the Gazette (that's the rural edition 
of the noose weakly) that S()me types 
from U.B.C. had a dandy little riot 
with tear gas and stirrup pumps -
why - can't we have a jolly go like 
that. Are we aswitch at the sleep or 
sumpin'. Maybe we couldn't get any 
tear gas, and I haven't the slightest 
what a stirrup pump is - however I 
- now wait a minute - a stirrup 
pump - a st()mach pump pumps 
stomachs - O.K. - ah, ah, a sump 
pump! - A sump pump pumps 
pumps-A pump sump sumps pumps 
- No - a sump pump pumps sumps 
- sumps? - Well, sump. AND a 
stirrup pumps, then, must pump stir-
rups - that's ridicadcokle - mad! 
Mad! Ah well - humm - seems 
we've digressed a little, however -
oh yes, no stirrups or tear gas - but 
we could smoke foul cigars in the 
amphitheatre and maybe sho()t the 
professors with water guns (if 
you're really nasty ya could fill 'em 
with indelible ink). Anyway, let's 
have a little action - once more 
dear friends into the breach, for Wa-
terlo() , Neville, and Red Caaaaaap !-
up! Raus! Riot into action - Avant 
Guard! (I tell ya man ya gotta go 
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go go! - Me hearties do it up smart 
as paint- I'd be right proud 'o ye-
y()u might even be elected honourary 
members of the Davy Crokett Club, 
(any similiarity between crock and 
Crockett is purely co-incidental) , -
so into the stirrup and off to war -
(that's WAR). 
I thought I'd try something new in 
this thing this time - I'm g()ing to 
do a survey just like they do in the 
big classy magazines - you know 
the kind - West Falmborough, the 
Sexiest City in the U.S. and A. "-
and so forth-so-(! got my info 
from my fellow toil-mates in our 
little culture-corner) - "What the 
Students of a Small Liberal Arts Col-
lege Think About Things." 
For reader appeal I first deal with 
a nice smutty subject -
A.-SEX :-(I'm using the old space 
saving question and answer angle)-
Question-"WHAT DO YOU THINK 
ABOUT "IT"? 
Answer. 
1. It's here to say. (Rather a stock 
answer) . 
2. It's a store ()n 5th A venue. 
3. It's being replaced by scrabble. 
4. How should I know, I'm in the 
Seminary. 
5. It's for rabbits and jerks. 
6. I won't commit myself - but I 
understand it's on the increase. 
7. I refer you to G.B.S. who said 
"marriage is p()pular because it 
combines the maximum of tempt-
ation with the maximum of op-
portunity. 
8. Rrowwff!! 
B.-"IS THERE A COLLEGE 
DRINKING OR LIQUOR PROB-
LEM?" 
1. You bet ther is boy! - where do 
ya get the stuff? 
2. Thash ridiculush. 
3. Yes - I think the professQrS 
drink in secret. 
4. Well I only drink milk, but I'll 
ask my landlord - he's an alco-
holic. 
5. I don't think so - students only 
go down town to watch the T.V. 
6. Problem - Hah! - You can't 
even drink tea in the men's res-
idence! 
7. One of the Saints says its goQd 
for the stomach. 
8. I got a stomach like glass. 
C.-"IS CULTURE IMPORTANT?" 
1. Yeast cultures are. 
2. Yeah, I guess so - but I ain't 
got no time fer it while I'm get-
tin' dis collich edgercation. 
3. Sure - we otta have a art course 
with real, live, red blooded mod-
els. 
4. Well I guess it keeps the profes-
sors in a job. 
5. Culture, schmulture - I'm here 
to get a husband. 
While we're on this culture angle, 
I might as well leap right into the 
breach and warn - uh - tell you 
that I've got a bit of a treat (hoo, 
boy.) for you this time, the immortal 
bawd, Bud Gerber, my roommate has 
kindly consented to favour us with a 
CQntribution - a POME. - (at least 
he claims it's that) - ya see, we're 
short on material this month, and so 
----------- ah , no honest, roomleigh, I 
really like it - I'd print it even if 
you didn't keep me in cigarettes -
'course I'm U.E.L. and all and I sort 
of notice the lack of E.R.'s in it but 
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it's anesethetic - I · mean aestethic 
value certainly merrits - uh - uh 
- prinUng. So without further over-
due, here is the very patriQtic ron-
deaux of Bud Gerber Esq. (whose 
initials, when reversed with addition 
of an S, are G.B.S.) 
OUR CANADA 
Our Canada, our native land, 
Upon whose soil our Wolfe did stand 
And heard the sound of canon's roar 
Against the French on 'Lawrence 
shore, 
Saw Montcalm yield to his demand. 
From east, which many eyes have 
scanned 
And dreamed, to west, with sceneries 
grand, 
Extends, two thousand miles and 
more, 
Our Canada. 
Our men have fought for freedom, 
banned 
By war, in servile people's land. 
Our ports became an open door 
For refugees, the whole world Q'er; 
Who sought our trees, our hills, our 
sand, 
Our Canada. 
Well as I say, that ought really to 
keep things smoking! One phrase I 
particularly like is "canon's roar" -
I think it indicates the great influ-
ence of the C. of E. on "Gur Can-
ada.'' Incidentally Mr. Gerber tells 
us that to appreciate this work, one 
should understand the term "ron-
deaux" - by and by if you find out, 
let me know, eh, - I always thought 
a rondeaux was a place where you 
met somebody. Anyone wishing cop-
ies of "Our Canada" may contact 
Mr. Gerber's agents, The Ryerson 
Press and Laundry. 
(Continued on page 48) 
WHAT SHALL I STUDY? J. J. HUMMEL 
THE task of choosing a suitable unive~sity course often presents 
a g1·ave problem to the student 
beginning his college career. Not 
only is he t:sually unfamiliar with 
the courses being given, but the 
many conflicting opinions which he 
hears only confuse the picture. In 
the end the financial argument usu-
ally has the strongest appeal and the 
student finds himself plunging head-
long into the study of some course 
for which there is a high demand in 
the commercial or industrial world. 
This choice is often made without 
due consideration of all types of 
training available to the student. 
Let us take a look at one of the 
greatest causes of controversy among 
modern educators, that is; the eter-
nal battle between liberal arts train-
ing and a specialized university 
course. The specialized course offers 
a few very convincing arguments. 
The great demand among employers 
for specialized skills and the result-
ing high wages are prime motives. 
The psychological fact that certain 
individuals excell in different occu-
pations also can be interpreted as a 
justification for specialization. The 
interest motive also is an important 
factor. 
However these financial and psy-
chological factors are accompanied 
by certain disadvantages which are 
connected with a specialized course. 
As a result of s:Jecialization many 
other important facets of education 
are deleted from the plan of studies. 
As a result the graduate cannot tru-
ly say that he is an c.ducated man. 
He maY. say he is a competent fin-
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ancier or scientist but this does not 
mean that he has had a ·.veil-rounded 
balanced · diet of ed:Jcation. Cardinal 
Newman once described such a man 
as a workman who has d eveloped his 
skill for one task alone, for instance 
that of lifting a 200 lb. bag of flour 
with his right arm. This arm be-
comes a marvel of muscular strength 
whereas the rest of his body might 
be quite withered. The question aris-
es as to whether he even needs the 
rest of his body-the left arm, the 
head .... 
So it is with a specialized course. 
One talent is develo :;J ed whereas the 
others are allowed to die. This situ-
ation of an unhealthy mind is com-
parable to the man with the overde-
veloped right arm. The one is not 
healthy; the other is uneducated. 
Another more important disadvan-
tage of a specialized training in uni-
versity is that instead of creating a 
mind which can deal with any prob-
lems which might arise, from a clear, 
calm and unbiased point of view, the 
student's views are coloured and dis-
torted if not completely obliterated 
by the academic background of his 
own profession. The businessman 
will, as he should, look at all prob-
lems through the double bars of a 
dollar sign. Everything will be con-
verted to dollars and cents. This is 
certainly an admirable attribute for 
a business man but an impossible 
one for an educated individual with 
a mind trained to look at a problem 
from every point of view. The same 
holds true for the scientist, the law-
(Continued on page 49) 
'Che cpric~ 
I SAT uneasily in a bamboo chair on the second balcony of the 
Ying Sou hotel watching the 
motley crowd shifting listlessly in 
the dusty street below. It was late 
afternoon and the copper sun slid 
slowly behind the old Ying pagoda 
and hung there as if it were a huge 
gong being tempered in a blazing 
furnace . Oh, but it had been hot! 
Damned, bloody hot! And how I hat-
ed eastern heat! A stifling monotony 
beat relentlessly down into the nar-
row street and pounded its way into 
the soul of the crowd. A man gets so 
beastly sick of that blasted sun pour-
ing down vengeance like a lordly ty-
rant. You can't escape it. It filters 
through the shutters and penetrates 
the tile roofs and pours in at every 
crack and crevice and seeps in where 
there is no possible opening. You in-
hale it and you try to breathe it out 
but nothing comes out. It's like 
breathing nothingness. It's not like 
air at all. And you're sure you're go-
ing to suffocate and choke, but you 
go on breathing the airlessness and 
long for the hotness to end and the 
cool evening to come. 
The crowd in the street moved 
restlessly forward and backward, 
jostilng and pushing as if trying to 
get away from the emptiness. I 
watched closely wondering which one 
he would be, but they all looked the 
same from the top, a sea of round 
pointed hats like small bobbing um-
brellas without the ribs, floating in 
the airlessness. Now and then a swift-
footed coolie, pulling a rick shaw 
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wove his way through the crowd 
shouting his "Ming taw, Ming taw," 
as he carried some gentle little lady 
to late tea or to shop for fine silk. 
The street was always full. Shop 
keepers and vendors shouted their 
bargains each trying to drown out 
the other. A little man with a hand 
organ and a monkey was entertain-
ing about fifteen shrieking children 
right under the balcony. The priests 
in the pagoda were making the eve-
ning sacrifice and the clanging sound 
of cymbals was carried in to the 
street. And all the sounds were 
muffled up in a dry hollow cloud 
that rested over the street, and the 
pagoda, and. the Ying sou and every-
body breathed the em:J ty nothingness 
and so did I. 
One of the ribless umbrellas turn-
ed into the hotel and I leaned over 
the balcony and eyed him closely 
then satisfied that He wasn't the 
man, relaxed again in the chair and 
drew long and hard on my pipe and 
blew the blue smoke into the nothing-
ness. It hung there as if hesitant as 
to whether it should fall into the 
street or settled onto the balcony. 
I breathed more of the nothingness, 
and my lungs seemed full of a dry 
emptiness. I tried to relax and I wait-
ed. 
Perhaps I dosed for a moment but 
I don't think so. It was too hot and 
I was too uncomfortable; but sudden-
ly I realized that there was a man 
standing at the railing slightly to my 
left. I still don't know how he got 
there, for the long strings of beads 
in the doorway hadn't been moved 
and I had heard no foot steps. He 
stood looking into the street for a 
few seconds. He was tall, for a Jap-
anese. I remember little else about 
him except that he wore only a loin 
cloth pulled between his legs and 
tucked under itself again at his 
waist, and a round pointed hat. His 
skin was parched and dry. He gave 
me only time to recognize him as the 
man described in the note I had 
found on my breakfast tray, and then 
dropped a small piece of white paper 
and was gone as quickly and as 
quietly as he had come. 
I relaxed for a moment after he 
had gone and tried not to appear 
anxious, then quite leisurely, I 
thought, leaned over and tapped the 
ashes out of my pipe on the railing, 
and quickly slipped the small piece of 
white paper up my sleeve. I stood up 
slowly and looked over the railing 
just in time to see the tall Japanese 
melt into the crowd. I turned and 
walked casually into the corridor and 
from there quickly to my room. I 
closed the door behind me and 
switched ·on the light. It was almost 
dark now, and the heat and the noth-
ingness were thicker and drier in the 
small room. 
My head was swirling like a merry-
go-round and I felt sick to my stom-
ach, and I swore aloud, "Blast this 
stinking heat." I slipped the paper 
from my sleeve and unfolded it un-
der the lamp. The hand was flawless 
and firm, and the message clear and 
commanding: 
In exactly four minutes go 
out the front door of the 
hotel and get into the wait-
ing chair. The coolie knows 
where to go. 
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A minute and a half must have 
passed since I picked it up on the 
balcony. In two more minutes I must 
start down the stairs. I poured a shot 
of gin. "You'll need this, brother," I 
said aloud and gulped it down. The 
gin was hot from being in the hot 
room all day. The heat and the noth-
ingness had even gotten into the 
bottle. It hit the bottom of my stom-
ach and I thought that I was going 
to be sick. "Two minutes must be 
up." I looked at my watch; thirty 
seconds to go. Even time moves slow-
ly in this nothingness. I put the cork 
in the bottle and the glass in the 
sink, and walked out the door and 
turned the key and slowly went do'."ln 
stairs. 
I went through the door into the 
street, there was no chair, but 
before I could step into the crowd it 
was there. I sat down and the coolie 
took the shafts and sped into the 
crowd. And now I was a part of what 
I had only watched before. I was 
caught up in the mad feverish rush 
of it, in the jostling and the pushing. 
I had a horrible feeling that I wasn't 
myself and that I would never be my-
self again. I was just a part of the 
great ugly crowd I had watched from 
the balcony. And I floated on the 
nothingness and I was alone. It was 
almost dark and the lights were go-
ing on in shop windows and on the 
streets and the heavy nothingness 
was still all about us. The coolie was 
tired and he ran more slowly as if he 
were forcing his way through the 
emptiness and it was hot. He turned 
down a narrow, dark street and the 
crowd was left behind but the noth-
ingness was still there. It seemed 
hemmed in by the high shadows that 
rose solemnly on either side of the 
narrow roadway and we were hem-
med in by it. We swung around cor-
ners through a net work of allies and 
lanes. Occasionally up in the black-
ness a star twinkled and I breathed 
the nothingness. It was about half an 
hour from the time we left the hotel 
until we reached our destination and 
the coolie leaned back pushing on the 
shafts and the wheels of the chair 
slowly skidded to a stop. A thousand 
puzzling things must have flashed 
confusedly through my mind in that 
half hour, but I don't remember any 
of them now, except the strange mys-
tery of it all and the empty airless-
ness everywhere. 
When the chair stopped I stood up 
and the tall Japanese who had drop-
ped the note on the balcony stuck a 
revolver in my ribs. He growled 
something in Japanese and pointed 
to a doorway that opened onto the 
street. I entered and started down 
the stairs, and the nothingness seem-
ed to follow and for the first time 
since I had found that mysterious 
note on my tray at breakfast, I had 
the sensation of death connected with 
the nothingness. It was a cold, chilly 
feeling in the midst of all that heat. 
Suddenly I realized that I might nev-
er come out of this dark hole that I 
was going into so calmly. My whole 
body became wet with sweat and all 
the empty nothingness seemed to 
crowd into my head and push vehe-
mently at my eyes as if trying to 
push them out of their sockets, and 
I thought at any moment they would 
pop out and roll down the stairs in 
front of me. I was sick and dizzy. 
"How the hell did I get into this?" 
The stairs ended in a small cellar-
like room that was hot and humid, 
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and filled with blue smoke. A lamp 
with a shade like the hat of the Jap-
anese, hung from the ceiling close to 
the table, and the smoke seemed 
thicker in the circle about two feet 
from the lamp. I glanced quickly 
about the room. Two men were sit-
ting on chairs against the wall op-
posite the door where I had come in. 
One was an Italian; dark hair, coarse 
'unshaven face, extremely dee::> set 
eyes. I'll never forget those eyes. 
They literally looked right through 
_me. So intent was their stare that I 
turned and looked behind me to see 
what he was looking at. As I moved 
I fe lt a sharp pain in my ribs and 
realized the Japanese was still stand-
ing beside me with the revolver. The 
other man was a half breed. A tall, 
middle-aged American sat on the 
table with his back partly to the 
door. In the corner on.my right lay 
something covered with an old coat. 
As my eyes became accustomed to 
the strange light I realized that it 
must be a body. I shivered at the 
thought. 
I guessed the big American was 
the boss or else the only one who 
could speak English. Anyway he set 
out to explain the situation. 
"Well, Bub, I'll get right to the 
p·oint," and he did. "That guy in the 
corner," and he nodded his head to-
wards the corner where the body 
was, "He's been murdered, and we 
gotta get rid of the body. He was a 
big name, but not more than ten 
people in all Japan ever saw his face, 
but we can't dump him in the river 
with his own identification on him. 
Get it?" 
I nodded slowly. He went on. 
(Continued on page 49) 
THE DYING BIRD 
Broken on the street it lies, 
Its small feathers 
Ruffled. 
The tiny beak vainly cries, 
In the din 
Muffled. 
Crimson on the street it bleeds, 
Its wild heart 
Throbbing. 
Its airy soul vainly feeds, 
In the death 
,Robbing. 
Not so in vain! 
0 trembling thing! 
God saw thee fall; 
God owns thee all. 
A mild refrain, 
A sweeter strain, 
Thou wilt sing 
Beyond the pain. 
DALE BERGEY 
Poetr y is the record of the best and happiest moments of the happiest 
and best minds. 
SHELLEY 
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THE PRELUDE 
nTHEN a thinking man is haunt-
~ ed with an idea he is seldom 
satisfied until he has inter-
preted his discovery to someone who 
appreciates. If the idea has universal 
implications the discoverer may feel 
it his duty to tell the world. The 
problem, of course, is to find a meth-
od for the conveyance of the idea 
that will be understandable, accept-
able, and appreciable to the masses. 
William Wordsworth had an idea 
which permeated many of his p oe~s 
and which, he felt, had universal ap-
plications. Wordsworth, in addition, 
found an adequat e method of con-
ve)'ance. 
The W ordsworthian idea that "the 
Child is father to the Man," is de-
veloped step by step, picture by pic-
ture, and thought by thought in the 
poetic masterpiece, The Prelude. 
There is little wonder that such a 
book should have been written. On 
the contrary, when certain contribut-
ing factors are kept in mind, the 
writing of The Prelude was nearly a 
necessity. Living, as he did, in the 
Romantic period when man was con-
sidered basically good, when nature 
was a subject of primary interest, 
and when poetry was finding new di-
rections in emotional expression, it 
is easy to understand why The Pre-
lud'e was produced. These considera-
tions along with the fact that in 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge-Wordsworth 
would find a kindred spirit who 
would appreciate and encourage him 
to develo::> his idea for the world, 
made a long personal poem like The 
Prelude the logical culmination of 
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occurences. 
That the poem should be personal, 
again, is understandable since the 
nature of the idea requires personal 
e-{periences. It is developed naturally 
and logically as the person develops 
harmoniously from child to adult. 
This is Wordsworth's idea. There is 
harmony in Nature. There is har-
mony between the mind and Nature 
and there will, therefore, be a har-
mony between these harmonies unless 
man himself cuts the cords which 
make for harmony. Wordsworth in-
scribes a complete cycle in this po-
em reaching from natural harmon-
ious joy as found in the child, 
through a period of disillusionment 
where many remain, and on tQ the 
recapture of harmonious joy in the 
area of the mind. A spiral would in-
terpret the W ordsworthian concept 
even more adequately. At every giv-
en point an individual is farther from 
his original childhood harmony than 
he was immediately preceding. This 
gives a feeling of helpless disillusion-
ment until that individual sees the 
whole of the spiral movement reach-
ing from birth to a broader and 
broader movement whose end is in-
finity. All of the spiral is, however, 
necessary, and all of it occurs in the 
context of Nature, so that adult har-
mony is not a different kind of har-
mony but merely a progression of 
the same harmony on the spiral of 
growth. As grov1th continues the 
mind can draw on the backlog of ex-
periences which reaches back to the 
inner area of the spiral, the child-
hood experiences. This makes for a 
broader harmony through association 
which really is a philosophical thing, 
deeply stimulating and satisfying to 
the adult poetic mind. Thus the rap-
turously frivolous joy as found on 
the first few turns of the spiral grad-
ually merge into smoother and 
smoother lines toward a deeper intel-
lectual joy described in "the still sad 
music of humanity." 
If any part of the spiral of life 
were left out it would break the con-
- tinuous stream of harmony with the 
individual and with nature, leaving 
an incomplete, unharmonious man. 
This happens, as Wordsworth intim-
ates, when man is cut off from Na-
ture, his teacher, as in the case of 
the city dweller. A taste of the pro-
cess of being eut off was benefi-
cial to Wordsworth to the extent 
that he was able, through the exper-
ience, to see how Nature works. His 
great discovery was that the adult is 
in the child concealed while the child 
is in the adult revealed. 
Childhood experiences, The Pre-
lude explains, are basically joyful. 
They are the foundation of the poetic 
mind. Every new thing stirs excite-
ment and every possibility has the 
potential for a new adventure. 
Wordsworth says, 
The admiration and the love, the life 
In common things: the endless store 
of things 
Rare, or at least so seeming, every 
day 
Found all about me in one neigh-
bourhood, 
The self-congratulation, the com-
plete 
Composure, and the happiness entire. 
This basic joy of early childhood 
is described in such scenes as that 
of the "five years' Child," plunging 
about in the mill stream and basking 
in the sun freely as he desires. One 
moment he enjoys the balmy breeze 
of a Summer's day while watching 
the peaceful brook. The next he may 
be dashing "over sandy fields and 
leaping through groves." A new el-
ement permeates this basic joy as 
the child grows older and begins oc-
casionally to think seriously. When 
Wordsworth dashed joyfully about 
one starry evening, as he was gath-
ering birds from someone's snares he 
suddenly had the feeling that he was 
being followed. "Steps almost as si-
lent as the turf they trod," illustrates 
this infringement of joy. This feel-
ing of eternal silence behind Nature 
comes out even more clearly in the 
episode of W ordwsorth's proud row-
ing of a stolen skiff. As he dipped 
his oars stroke after stroke in "trou-
bled pleasure," a majestic crag grad-
ually loomed clearer in the silence. 
His thoughts turned serious. He was 
not the only thing in the universe. 
For weeks such thoughts were the 
"trouble of his dreams." These ex-
periences were forgotten for a time 
only to reappear in a new light at a 
later date. On one such occasion 
Wordsworth was skating with his 
friends, "proud and exulting, like an 
untired horse," when a feeling of 
melancholy gradually descended from 
the distant hills. 
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Joyfulness covers all such scenes 
and links them together creating har-
mony in the imagination. These ex-
periences are remembered because 
of the sense of joy that accompanies 
them. The harmony, resulting, is 
built into the emotions and becomes 
an integral part of the person. 
Wordsworth points this out in a ser-
ies of scenes in the first part of The 
Prelude. 
The beginnings of the poetic spir-
it can be traced back to early child-
hood. As Wordsworth grows he builds 
in his mind a system of harmony 
that corresponds to the harmony 
which he sees unfolidng before him 
in Nature. All this is an active pro-
cess, as Nature itself is active. Na-
ture gives to the mind the material 
for the structure of harmony while 
the mind supplies the instrument 
through which Nature can be under-
stood. This system of exchange is 
possible because an inherent love 
which the spirit of Nat ure supplies is 
active throughout. 
As the poet's mind grows, ex-
change can be carried on without the 
added aid of the eye. He can re-ap-
preciate earlier scenes without actu-
ally seeing them again. He can also 
see a scene and take it immediately 
beyond that which is told to him by 
his senses. He can allow "the storm 
to grow darker in his eye" after the 
eye has reached its limit of dark-
ness. A mature poetic mind can cre-
ate a better storm, for instance, 
when visual and auditory aids are ab-
sent, yet these must start the train, 
as adult starts from child. All of this 
is developed in poetic detail by 
Wordsworth in The Prelude. 
Wordsworth points out that the 
total of life is made up of periods -
a cycle of lesser cycles. There was a 
time, for instance, when his mind 
became so cluttered up with unrelat-
ed facts that he felt all solidity leav-
ing him. A partial restoration fol-
lowed during which time he dedicat-
ed himself to the life of a poet. He 
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says, "I made no vows, but vows 
were made for me." As a develo·ping 
poet Wordsworth tried to fit formal 
learning into his thinking. He later 
discovered that such learning is use-
less if it is unrelated to the teach-
ing program of Nature. Kept in its 
context, however, it can be used by 
Nature for the development of mind 
experience. 
Wordsworth is interested in har-
mony between men as well as har-
mony between men and Nature. 
Since men are a part of Nature the 
harmonious principle should link 
men to men regardless of their dif-
ferences. He fel t that l1is would hap-
pen if Nature's normal process was 
allowed to work itself out. Man, how-
eve!", interrupts the process by con-
sidering his own inventions as ends 
in themselves. Books become, for 
many, such an end. The result in 
people is that of a hideous dwarf-
like creature loaded with knowledge, 
but that which is "purchased with 
the loss of power." Such knowledge 
is worse than useless to Wordsworth. 
Power, with less of knowledge, would 
unquestionably be better. 
This whole process of man becom-
ing disassociated with man comes 
out more and more clearly during 
Wordsworth's experience in London. 
He feels that without the solid na-
tural experiences he took with him 
he would surely have been engulfed 
in the mad inferno of society as oth-
ers were. To illustrate his concept 
Wordsworth begins with the picture 
of a child acting his part in the Lon-
don theatre. To him the child seem-
ed "like one who walked with hair 
unsinged amid the fiery furnace ." 
The trouble was, however, that in 
the city there was no way to escape 
the furnace. Inevitably the pure or-
iginal nature would take on the pup-
pet appearance of his surroundings. 
All of London, to Wordsworth, was 
such a puppet show and all the city's 
people were the puppets. He says, 
"the tints were false, a painted 
bloom." His illustrations include pup-
pet courts, puppet churches, and pup-
pet •priests in their puppet pulpits. 
Wordsworth's love of Nature leads 
to a love of mankind. His mind has 
grown, now, to the place where he 
can recall the scene of the shepherd 
and his dog without actually going 
back to the hills. As he reconstructs 
the picture in his mind he sees more 
than he did in the first instance. He 
a-ppreciates something noble in man 
but that nobility can first be seen 
only as man appears in his natural 
surroundings. Where man is free his 
nobility is clear. Here, again, is a 
lesser cycle, a part of the whole of 
life, which begins with the recapture 
of a mountain scene to touch it off. 
That scene of nobility in man broad-
ens to the place where the puppet 
city people can be included as po-
tential nobles. Wordsworth can love 
them for what they potentially are. 
His linking of man with man grows 
more and more complete as The Pre-
lude continues. Man is finally elevat-
ed to an exalted position of nobility. 
All this changes his view of man in 
the eontext of London. It changes 
from repulsion to pity. These people, 
to Wordsworth, are now slaves to a 
self-imposed Frankenstein. Such slav-
ery is fearful to the extreme when 
Wordsworth sees them blinded to 
their condition. If something could 
be done to make man free he would 
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be free indeed and his nobility would 
shine forth as the sun. 
With this in mind, Wordsworth 
goes to France. He feels that the 
revolution will give man freedom. His 
high hopes are soon to be shattered, 
however. When France becomes the 
aggressor she destroys the thing she 
was striving for because of her meth-
od of striving. Complete disillusion-
ment follows for Wordsworth. He 
becomes an avowed sceptic; moral 
questions are despaired with; per-
plexity about the whole of life, past, 
present and future, pervades his be-
ing. He is cut off completely from 
others, from Nature and from him-
self. Even his past means nothing. 
H e degenerates into a mere judging 
intellect, becomes the very robot 
dwarf tha~ repulsed him, and acts his 
puppet part in the puppet world. 
He says: 
I was perplexed and sought 
To accom~lish the transition by such 
means 
As did not lie in Nature. 
Finally Wordsworth begins to pull 
himself out of his condition. The 
very hopelessness of it has awaken-
ed him to the fact of his impaired 
imagination. He says, "I saw the 
Spring return." A severe struggle 
had taken place during which time 
the poet had tried to fit his disillu-
sionment period into a logical se-
quence of growth. His words, "Thus 
&trangely did I war against myself," 
describe his struggle. The answer 
that Wordsworth arrived at again 
was taken directly from Nature. "I 
saw the Spring return again," as ap-
plied to his own case history is 
(Continued on page 48) 
BOOK REVIEW 
-z:;:JFTER reading The Dan cing 
~ Bear by Frances Favieli (Ru-
pert Hart-Davis, 1954), I recall-
ed a joke heard many years before 
which, though not overly amusing, 
illustrates an interesting aspect of 
the book. It went something like 
this: "A man once complained to his 
wife that women always turn an ar-
gument or statement into the merely 
personal. 'They do not', she indig-
nantly replied, 'I never do'." Now, 
The D a n cing B ear is a personal a p-
proach to an international situation 
and, according to the joke could only 
have been wTitten by a woman. As a 
generalization this has seveTal ob-
vious fallacies but nevertheless, The 
Dancing Bea r w as written by a wom-
an and it w as WTitten from what is 
popularly considered as the "wom-
an's point of view." 
To use The Dancing Bear as an il-
lustration of the woman's point of 
view is neither quite fair to it nor 
entirely accurate as an illustration; 
but 'Perhaps it can yet serve for the 
purpose. First, we note that it is 
more concerned with people, in par-
ticular the Altmann family, and with 
objects and impressions connected 
with them. UnfoTtunately Mrs. Fav-
iell has not realized this to be her 
strong point. Conscious perhaps that 
heT viewpoint does not seem to have 
the universality of the masculine 
writer, she has tried to make her 
characters embody too obviously what 
they represent. Looking over the 
characters, we can see too easily that 
Mr. and Mrs. Altmann in this story 
of the Allied Occupation of Berlin 
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(the emblem of which is the Dancing 
Bear), represent the bewildered old-
er generation puzzled by the rapidity 
of change in doctrines and moral 
standards. Mr. Altmann clings to the 
old; Mrs. Altmann cannot entirely 
let it go, yet she has the courage to 
face the future indomitably. Similar-
ly, their daughters symbolize, all too 
clearly, the two types of German 
girls to emerge from the war and oc-
cupation : Lily remains essentially 
German in outlo ::llc, but some of the 
strictness of pre-war days is relaxed; 
Ursula eagerly and easily adapts the 
American ways and attitudes gained 
through her fraternization with Am-
erican soldiers. 
However, the book does, in a dif-
ferent way, show quite well the dif-
ference in the feminine and mascu-
line view~point. For while the women 
adapt themselves, for the sake of 
their family, to the new standaTds 
and victors, the men Temain firm to 
their old pTinciples. The son Fdtz, 
had been an aTdent Nazi and is at 
fiTst bitter; lateT, while still Temain-
ing an enemy to the Allies, he turns 
to Communism. His cousin, Max, on 
the other hand, in the need for some 
sort of definite cause, Temains a 
Nazi. 
Now a man in wTiting on such a 
subject would doubtless have dealt 
with profound generalizations and 
involved theories Tegarding "The 
Cause and Effect Relationshi ns of 
the Allied Occupation on the People 
of Berlin"; or, narrowing the scope, 
he might have WTitten about "Prin-
ciples of Deflated Currency In the 
German Black Market." And if such 
books had been written, you can be 
sure that they would be most valu-
able and important - but would 
they be of such general interest as, 
for example, T h.e Dancin g Bea r? 
It is a pity that Mrs. Faviell has 
tried to combine both the masculine 
and feminine virtues of outlook in 
her book, for in so doing she has 
weakened the effect that she could 
have created by staying more closely 
to her feminine insight of the Alt-
mann family during the Occupation. 
For a great writer, of course, this 
division between the masculine and 
feminine view-point has neither im-
portance nor significance. 
For those who might be interested 
in seeing a woman's mind at its best 
there is A Writer's Diary (The Ho-
garth Press, 1953), the diary of the 
best contemporary woman \'ll"iter: 
Virginia Woolf. This diary contains 
excerpts taken by her husband from 
a much longer and larger diary 
which Mrs. Woolf kept for many 
years. For the most part, it deals 
with Mrs. Woolf's impressions of 
friends, relations and other writers; 
notes on books she has read; refer-
ences to her own books and essays; 
and the rapid jotting down of varied 
and illuminating thoughts. 
Her account of a visit with Kath-
erine Mansfield and J. Middleton 
Murry is worth quoting for her com-
ments on the differences of mascu-
line and feminine thought (a point 
which interested her in several of 
her novels): 
"The male atmosphere is discon-
certing to me. Do they trust one? 
despise one? and if so why do they 
sit on the whole length of one's visit? 
The truth is that when Murry says 
the orthodox masculine thing about 
Eliot, for example, belittling my sol-
icitude to know what he said of me, 
I don't knuckle under; I think what 
an abrupt precipice cleaves asunder 
the male intelligence, and how they 
pride themselves upon a point of 
view which much resembles stupid-
ity. I find it much easier to talk to 
Katherine; she gives and resists as 
I expect her to; we cover more 
ground in much less time; but I re-
spect Murry. I wish for his good 
opinion." 
And here we can see the point of 
the difference: the masculine and 
feminine view-points as well as form-
ing a contrast, also complement each 
other. 
Virginia Woolf's diary is extreme-
ly fascinating reading, especially 
when taken in conjunction with her 
novels. The best description of A 
Writer's Diary is given by Mrs. 
Woolf herself: 
"Something loose knit and yet not 
slovenly, so elastic that it will em-
brace anything, solemn, slight or 
beautiful that comes into my mind." 
END 
It is with books as with men; a very small number play a great part, the 
rest are lost in the multitude. 
VOLTAIRE 
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To The Haggler Of The Market 
0 haggard old hag! 
Why dost thou haggle 
Over this haggard old hag-fish? 
I seem to feel, 
You're a blackguardly eel 
For attaching yourself to my pity. 
0 ragged old rag! 
Why dost thou wrangle 
Over this ragged old rag-weed? 
If you continue to shake 
With that rag-time quake, 
We'll both have rag-weed fever. 
0 yapping old jaeger! 
Why dost thou badger me 
Into disgorging my wad? 
Could you make a dish 
From this baggy old fish 
Or hagridden bagatelle? 
What garlic is to a salad, insanity is to art. 
DALE BERGEY 
HOMER ST. GAUDENS 
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D ESPITE what one sees on the surface, there is much to be 
said for our modern way of 
life. Even with the indifference and 
uncertainty that is so evident in the 
rush of our 20th Century, the abil-
ity of man to enrich his culture has 
not been lost. There will always be 
those peculiar chaps who Jive in the 
proverbial garret and devote their 
lives to creation rather than the ac-
quisition of money. We are fortunate 
in this era that the appreciation of 
the Arts, especially Music and Liter-
ature, is no longer limited to the in-
fluential class. This is due to the sys-
tem of mass production that enables 
the easy distribution of books and 
records in such large quantities. 
It was not so long ago that, if 
you were branded a lover of classi-
cal music, your name was mentioned 
in hoarse whispers, accompanied by 
such phrases as "highbrow" and 
"longhair." This had a very legiti-
mate reason. It cost money to be able 
to attend the concerts and ballets 
that were held only in the main cit-
ies. 
There were sources of musical en-
t r,rtainment. Among them were the 
band concerts, chamber music soci-
e:ties and recitals. The average man 
who persevered and turned to them 
as an outlet for his desire for mu-
sic must have been a hardy individu-
al. The recitals, in my mind, consist-
ed of people in various stages of 
proficiency who formed together out 
of a true Jove for music, and I secret-
ly suspect, a dash of bravado. It was 
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very difficult to relax and enjoy the 
music fully unless you were in the 
fortunate position of having a rela-
tive of some sort engaged in the 
struggle. Unfortunately though, in 
this age of listening, the participants 
are dwindling. The modern child is 
not faced with piano, or violin les-
sons to the same extent as were his 
grandparents. This is mainly due to 
the fact that we have become a so-
ciety of listeners rather than doers. 
And this is true in more fields than 
that of music. 
With the advent of radio and the 
gramaphone, everyone could hear 
music. After a period of peculiar bird 
calls and even more peculiar songs, 
the gentlemen in control realized the 
full value of the sound disc and be-
gan turning out records that were 
well worth buying. Although there 
are still records that don't seem to 
have progressed past the bird call 
stage, the advancements made from 
this elementary beginning are noth-
ing short of amazing. 
Now a music lover can, over a per-
iod of a very few years, gather a 
collection of the music of his own 
choice. Not only can he listen to 
records, but scattered between quiz 
programmes and commercials, there 
are some excellent radio shows de-
voted solely to the classics. Anyone 
who can afford a gramaphone or 
even a radio can now hear complete 
operas, symphonies and concertos in 
his own home, which in the past were 
limited to the Opera House and Mu-
(Continued on page 52) 
&tedttNe4 
~TUDENT elections will begin f--.J soon, and the old officers will 
step aside for the new. There'll 
be another slate of candidates for 
the many available posts and people 
you scarcely knew existed will sud-
denly blossom fQrth, pumping hands, 
slapping backs, joining your card 
games, displaying lists of past 
"achievements," showing Pepsodent 
smiles and generally trying to prove 
what wonderful guys they really are. 
Bully for them. This condescend-
ing attitude at electi on time of sud-
denly becoming one of the mass is 
indeed touching; but popular or un-
popular, personab'e or otherwise, we 
should use mature judgment in sel-
ecting the people who are to fill im-
portant posts on our Students Leg-
islative Executive. 
These elections should not wind up 
being the results of immature think-
ing. The candidates for Qffice should 
be given your most careful consid-
eration, and their native abilities 
fairly and intelligently assessed. Just 
because a man has held a dozen jobs 
on the campus, doesn't mean he's a 
superman. How many people can do 
two things at once and do justice to 
either Qne? On the other hand, the 
man who has done nothing, or who 
has held two positions or one, should 
receive the same due consideration 
for his ability. 
Is the man capable of doing a 
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successful job? DQes he have enough 
backbone to stand up to the Admin-
istration when necessary, and has he 
the intelligence to seek their advice 
when needed. Will he improve the 
"system" of Student Government, or 
prove to be a detriment to it? Think 
hard about those things before going 
to the polls. Don't - I implore you 
- mark the thing just to be able to 
say you have voted; but give it a 
little thought. Be fair to the candi-
dates and they'll be fair to you. 
Popularity contests are fine if it 
means choosing some one for recog-
nition, for no other reason than that 
he or she has been the most appeal-
ing personality on the campus all 
year long. But don't let this happen 
when electing your ne'<t President 
for the S.L.E. There are many evils 
that ought to be corrected, and which 
will require a forceful hand to see 
th~t they are carried out. A milk sop 
is not the answer, neither is a yes 
man. Think well about it. 
Finally, whatever you do - do 
vote. Don't sit back and let it slide. 
Your vote could be the deciding fac-
tor one way or the other. Students 
running for office want these offices 
and they need your support. When 
the polls op en for business be sure 
that you are there to cast a ballot 
f or the best candidate. 
EDITOR 
WORDS! 
(Continued from page 31) 
action -virile - dominant- noble. 
To think is to enrich one's own life. 
The unthinking man stumbles, makes 
errors, commits crime, and fails. 
Thought is the framework of prog-
ress and success. 
KNOWLEDGE is the short time 
between the two. Knowledge is the 
method or the mechanics of carrying 
the job through - the tool with 
which we work. Knowledge over-
comes ignorance, triumphs over dif-
ficulties, and produces results. 
Our society puts a premium on 
the men that know - on the men 
that know that they know. Civiliza-
tion to-day wouldn't know television 
or jet propulsion if men that knew 
had not put their knowledge to use. 
Knowledge unused is stifling-for 
to acquire the habit of thinking and 
then not applying is a crime. At this 
point, Service comes into view, re-
vealing the purposes of life. The use 
of knowledge is service. Of the three 
words the greatest is probably ser-
vice. 
SERVICE is to create, to make 
possible, to achieve - this is life's 
supreme goal. To be of service some 
place, sometime, somehow - this is 
the highest calling a man can receive. 
Service to me is the only rational and 
logical explanation for man's exist-
ence. 
To think carefully, honestly, earn-
estly, diligently, persistently, to seek 
the pearl of great knowledge and 
then, having formed the habit of 
THOUGHT and accumulated KNOW-
LEDGE, I challenge you to concen-
trate and consecrate all your power 
and ability to SERVICE. 
END 
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PRELUDE 
( Conti;1ued from page 42) 
drawn from observation and analogy 
to the year's cycle which includes a 
season of seeming death followed by 
glorious springtime life. Autumn and 
especially Winter make the fullest 
appreciation of Spring and Summer 
possible. A balance of sadness over 
against the more pleasurable part of 
the cycle, in the season as well as in 
life, is created. This gives rise to "the 
still sad music of humanity" idea. 
Miniature cycles with the same coun-
terbalancing elements, pleasure with 
sadness, excitement with seri-ousness, 
and kindling with restraining, are 
seen throughout the whole of life, 
but especially in chi ldhood. Examples 
of these, as listed in The Prelude, 
are the sight of the gibbet remains 
during a pleasurable ride on a steed, 
and the death of Wordsworth's fath-
er during the holiday season. As the 
counterbalancing works in a single 
event so it works on a grander scale 
in a lifetime. A mature poetic mind 
is thus developed. With this reason-
ing Wordsworth finds an adequate 
ex,planation for the seeming paradox 
of life. There is, therefore, a com-
prehensive harmony which results na-
turally from the teaching of an har-
monious teacher. Nature is that 
teacher. Minds are her pupils. In the 
case of Wordsworth a brilliant stu-
dent grew, even to the discovery of 
his teacher's method. This method 
became the theme of The Prelude. 
END 
STATIC 
(Continued from page 33) 
Well to end on a pleasant note 
how was your report card a few 
weeks ago - oh, just an average 
student eh - got a B mixed in with 
the A's - umhum - well you know 
whats the matter, just ask any pro-
fessor - he'll tell you that you 
flunked 'cause your all uncultured 
and all, he may even suggest that 
you belong to the "prDfanum vulgus" 
(freely translated is "you got a pool-
room mind, Mac"), - SO - all you 
honours anti-culture types (that's 
bus. ad. people to the uninitiated) 
might do better in those species if 
you spent some t ime on a little He-
brew or sumpin' (by the way what 
do you think about the undies in Hart 
House?). After rereading these gems 
I conclude that one should become 
cultured - read just everything just 
all the time, and because culture is 
fostered by leisure, avoid work in 
any form, AND - marry money -
but if you're going to follow this 
plan - ya better get mobile fast -
'bout six weeks to you know what! 
END 
THE PRICE 
(Continued from page 37) 
"It's got to be authentic identi-
fication to get by immigration auth-
orities. You haven't been in Japan 
long and you got no close relatives 
to ask questions - and if you say 
'no' you get dumped in the river. -
Well, what do you say?" 
That last sentence rather clinched 
the deal and at that moment the 
Japanese jabbed the revolver deeper 
into my ribs until I cringed with the 
pain, and I said "Yes." I handed 
over my wallet, my father's engrav-
ed watch, and my army dog tag. The 
Italian paid me off; a hundred grand 
in American dollars. I went up into 
the airlessness again and the coolie 
took me to a hotel in another quar-
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ter of the city. I ordered a room un-
der my assumed name, had a sand-
wich and went to bed. 
In the morning I ordered toast and 
cDffee on the second balcony and sat 
in a bamboo chair and breathed the 
dry airlessness that filtered up from 
the crowded street. A steward 
brought the morning papers and I 
read about my own murder, and the 
hot empty day wore on. 
END 
WHAT SHALL I STUDY 
(Continued from page 34) 
yer, the minister, all who have been 
trained not primarily to think but 
rather to collect facts which others 
have develDped and draw preconceiv-
ed conclusions, which, because of 
their biased nature are anything but 
conclusive. 
On the other hand we have the 
liberal arts education sadly neglect-
ed and even scorned in this modern 
day of rapid "progress." (Progress 
being defined as the increase of net 
profit of Jones and Smith Co. dur-
ing the current fiscal period). What 
a liberal arts education makes no 
clai;n to, is the production of million-
aires, saints, politicians, scientists or 
even good citizens. What then is its 
end? Why it is knowledge itself and 
with it the satisfaction and confid-
ence one feels in pure knowledge. 
Secondly there is the ability to deal 
with any problem at all, nDt in a 
technical manner, which any machine 
or trained monkey can do, but with 
clal"ity, calmness and wisdom of un-
biased judgment. 
This wisdom gained from the liber-
al arts is analogous to health. With-
out it we can do nothing. With only 
partial health or over-developed 
health in any one part of our bodies 
we become deficient in the other 
parts. Only with overall health can 
our bodies perform the many tasks 
which are necessary. So too only by 
a well rounded liberal training can 
we get the benefit <>f a sound heal-
thy intellect. When this fact is once 
again recognized as it once was in 
the great universities of Oxford and 
Cambridge, then can we hope to see 
our universities as guides and direct-
ors of the activities of potentially 
great minds rather than as assembly 
lines turning out great hoards of 
identical mass-produced automat<>ns 
designed to produce bigger atomic 
ex;plosions, and longer figures oppos-
ite t he net profit item on the profit 
and loss statement. 
END 
ALEXANDE NEVSKY 
(Continued from page 29) 
The American film has not always 
been so sharply separated from the 
kind of film we see in Nevsky. D. W. 
Griffiths pioneered the montage 
technique in American silent films a 
long time ago, and if you are look-
ing for an American film like Nevsky 
you need go no farther than his In-
tolerance, which relies to a great 
extent on montage and exploits the 
director's sense of form in the in-
dividual frame. The simultaneous 
juxtaposition of four different stor-
ies to get an effect of sweep and 
massiveness in that film is simply the 
Eisenstein technique writ large. And, 
of course, Intole rance is a propagan-
da film in a way. The only contem-
porary Hollywood practitioner of 
these techniques is Cecil B. DeMille, 
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a very clever director with a wonder-
ful sense of pictorial form, what-
ever one may think of his movies. His 
Samson and Delilah is right in this 
tradition. I a lways think of it as a 
kind of American Gothic which uses 
Mature and Hayward as gargoyles in 
the structure. He deliberately let 
them be as corny and as wooden as 
they are, and used them for these 
very qualities. The difference be-
tween DeMille's work and Eisen-
stein's is only a difference in the so-
ciety they are serving: Eisenstein 
makes his characters as sturdy and 
implacable as tractors; DeMille made 
Mature and Hayward as ugly and 
comfortable as Buicks. But in Amer-
ica DeMille is a throwback, an an-
achronism. How dead his tradition is 
to film aesthetics in America can be 
seen when one realizes that his imi-
tators, like the poor soul who direct-
ed Salome, seems to have learned 
from him nothing but his wonder-
fully successful way of making 
money. Hitchcock and Reed are alive 
and important, and Mankiewitz is in-
teresting; but they give us a com-
pletely different kind of fi lm. In Rus-
sia, the propaganda film still hangs 
on. Though, as far as one is able to 
tell from what little one is allowed 
to see, the form seems to be losing 
some of its vitality, it is still produc-
ing some interesting work. But this, 
like Nevsky, seems very strange to 
us. We can understand it if we try 
and appreciate it artistically, but it 
does not reach us immediately, as 
does a film like The Wild On'e, which 
seems to belong to us. But then on e 
finds it hard to understand Homer, 
too. 
END 
MOVI E REVI EW 
(Continued from page 23) 
a gradual but definite decline in the 
fortunes of the old star Mason. 
Judy's singing is as tremendous as 
ever, it shivers me and leaves me 
breathless. There is perhaps a little 
overactivity in her dramatic scenes, 
the hands run away at times. This 
could be very annoying to a severe 
amateur critic. 
Mason in the film is an alcoholic, 
who destroys everything he touches, 
especially himself. The only good 
thing he ever created was Judy the 
star, named Vicki Lester. 
In the end, Mason having fallen 
far from grace drowns himself. Judy 
through the advent of this death has 
a final dramatic scene which ends 
in the honoring of the deceased Ma-
son. An excellent film in my opinion. 
If you missed it downtown, be sure 
to see it when it hits th e Waterloo. 
END 
REVOLT OR PERISH 
(Continued from page 17 ), 
her that $1 feeds a Korean child a 
basic diet of salted codfish for two 
months. Then ask yourself whether 
your physical or mental well-being is 
really furthered by that cu p of cof-
fee, that poor movie, or whether your 
Korean brother needs it for sur-
vival more. 
What happens if we refuse either 
revolution, if we remain at the fork 
in the road? We will finally have to 
resist Communism in a war. How 
and why it will be fatal would make 
materia l for another article. If you 
soon don't undertake this revolution 
of yourself you are going to become 
a pessimist. That is if you have the 
self-pride to think you were put on 
this earth for something more than 
just the animal functions. 
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EXTERNAL AFFAIRS 
(Continued from page 15) 
the general level of the debates. It 
is hoped at the same time that they 
may be able to induce more foreign 
teams to come to Canada to debate 
as was the custom several years ago. 
"This year should consequently see 
a great advancement of the CUDA in 
Canadian student opinion; this year 
should show the CUDA as a true Na-
tional Debating Association." 
From the Capital University 
" C hime s", Columbus , Ohio 
National Student Association 
"The United States National Stu-
dent Association is a confederation 
of student governments which repre-
sents college student bodies through 
their own elected student govern-
ments. It was created to serve the 
long-existing need for a representa-
tive inter-collegiate organization de-
signed to serve the American student 
community, and to promote students' 
interests and welfare. 
NSA was formed in 1946 when 25 
American students returning from 
the World Student Congress in 
Prague, Czechoslovakia, conceived 
of the idea of forming NSA. At the 
congress these students realized that 
the U.S.A. stood almost alone with-
out a representative national student 
group. In December, 1946, work on 
NSA began and in September of 
194 7, the first national congress was 
held. 
"NSA has already done much to 
help the student - enables the stu-
dent to earn more than $ 600 a year 
and still be deductible - spoken out 
against universal military t ;:aining -
is against racial segregation of any 
sort - students may travel abroad 
at low expense." 
END 
MUSIC 
(Continued from page 46) 
sic Hall. 
Even greater steps have been tak-
en in the field of canned music with 
the development of the high-fidelity 
machines. As yet the hi-fi bug needs 
quite a bit of money to get started 
but as time goes on the novelty will 
wear off and the sets will be placed 
more reasonably. With a high fidel-
ity set you get the same results as 
if you brought the symphony orches-
tra into yo ur living room, except it 
isn't quite as crowded. 
Not only are records a medium for 
the enjoyment of music, but they 
also are a permanent reminder of 
the great artists of the time. Were 
it not for the gramaphone, the voice 
of Enrico Carusoe would have been 
lost but as it is the singers of to-
morrow will have to measure u p to 
a very real Carusoe not just a mem-
ory. 
To get an estimate of how fortun-
ate we are, try to imagine a world 
without the radio and the grama-
phone. I grant you there would be 
certain advantages but think of the 
disadvantages. The enjoyment of mu-
sic, of any type, would have to be 
enjoyed not exactly when you want-
ed but when other people were ready. 
We in all probability would never 
hear the great artists but would 
exist on "local" talent. 
Now I am not running down the 
average musician who plays for a 
hobby or semi-professionally, it is 
simply that they are not as good as 
the men of the Boston Symphony 
which, in our present time, is heard 
by all sorts of people all over the 
world. Music, as played by these 
great orchestras, can be sent to living 
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rooms of every music lover who has 
a radio . We are very fortunate in 
our time in that where 50 years ago 
you had to go to the music, in this 
era the music comes to you. 
IVOR Y MASK 
(Continued from page 11 ), 
to make itself as m uch like life in 
the outer world as possible, by with-
drawing the student more and more 
from the intellectual life into imita-
tion of things done by politicians 
and businessmen. But he remembers 
the observation of a formidable ed-
ucator, Woodrow Wilson, that the 
main tent of the college is in the 
intellectual life, and that all the rest 
is the side shows. 
Still. what is he to do? Obviously 
his position is untenable; he cannot 
violate his integrity by masking him-
self in ivory, and he can see his in-
tegrity gradually withering away in 
his isolation from society. The ans-
wer is extraordinarily difficult, but, 
I believe, there is an answer. The hu-
manistic teacher cannot go forth and 
change his world; therefore, he must 
attract his world into the ivory tow-
er, into the long scoffed-at world of 
ideals, of intellectual honesty, of re-
spect for knowledge and man's dig-
nity. The process must be slow; it 
must begin within, with the gradual 
discouragement of the man in the 
ivory mask; it must then exert its 
magnetic attraction from one person 
to two, from two to four, from four 
to many, and from many to multi-
tudes. The man or woman who, out 
of humanism, love and imagination 
presents his friend or neighbour with 
the opportunity of seeing the rich-
ideal is the teacher in whose hands 
the world's deliverance rests. 
FOR TH E FINEST FUELS 
call 
2-7537 - 6-6372 
COAL - COKE - FUEL OIL 
KITCHENER COAL COMPANY LIMITED 
223 Courtland Ave. East 
" Our fue l makes warm fr iends" 
MEL WEBER 
SPORTING GOODS 
38 Queen St. S. Kitchener 
THE UNITED LUTHERAN 
PUBLICATION HOUSE 
"Your Sport is Our Business" 
COATS 
For Smartly Styled 
Campus Clothes 
It's DOWLERS 
15 King East 
Religious Books - Church Supplies 
Clergy and Choir Vestments 
Gifts and Mottoes 
237 King St. W . Phone 2-9620 
KITCHENER 
SUITS - DRESSES - SPORTSWEAR - ACCESSORIES 
~Ao-w-4 
48 King Street West Kitchener 
Students ore invited to join the more than 41 ,000 Waterloo County citizens with 
Savings Accounts at . .. 
d ke. 
WATERLOO TRUST 
A ND SAYIN GS CO MPANY 
Kitchener Waterloo Galt Preston 
53 
Compliments of ... Compliments of . .. 
WASHBURN'S 
Men's Wear 
THE WM. HOGG 
COAL CO. LTD. 
16 Ontario St. S. Kitchener KITCHENER WATERLOO 
~ead ~aeutd!Uf ~imited 
DRY CLEANERS DYERS 
GARMENT STORAGE RUG SHAMPOOERS 
Phone 4-4735 
When clothes ore on your curriculum 
visit 
GOU!L¥Y 
TELl-PHONE 3·3631 
Quality and Service Since 1909 
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CHANNEL 
... ·/tn ~e de4t ttJ. de 4ee ~e ... 
tet't~e tiJ. dalf.lf.et t~e~el 
CKCO-TV 
From high on Baden Hill, a few miles 
west of Kitchener, CKCO-TV reaches 
a potential viewing audience of well 
over one million people in Central and 
Western Ontario. 
Industry in Canada needs young Can-
adians with University backgrounds, 
for its key positions. 
The education you are getting today 
will serve you and our Country to-
morrow. 
Dominion Eted't~me Industries Limited 
55 
TWO IN ONE 
A I ife insurance pol icy does two important 
things: it provides protection for dependents 
and, at the same time, provides the best organ-
ized plan of saving ever devised . 
You owe it to yourself to enjoy the benfits 
of both these important features which are com-
bined in a life insurance policy. Consult a 
Mutual Life of Canada representative today 
about the kind of pol icy best suited to your 
needs. 
THE 
MUTUALIJH 
of CANADA 
Head Office Waterloo, Ont. 
Establi shed 1869 
"PROTECT WHILE YOU SAVE" 
Kitchener Bra nch Offi ce - 1 19 King St. W . 
Bra nch Manager - R. A. McKenzie 
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